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FALCONBECK HALL. 



CHAPTER I. 



Thebe is perhaps no part of England to be 
compared, for sylvan beauty, to the vast and 
hoary forest, of the cruel Red King, still called 
New by venerable custom. Many a change has 
passed over the face of the land since the oaken 
glades of merry Sherwood rang to the outlaw's 
bugle ; and could stout Robin Hood, prince of 
robbers, and paladin of national ballads, rise up 
from his cold grave in "Whitby churchyard, he 
■would scarcely recognise one of the haunts of 
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li ig old wild days of woodland revelry. Where 
the bowstring twanged and the clothyard arrow 
flew through the air on its gaudy peacock's 
plumes, the black chimneys and blazmg 
1 urn aces oi a thousand busy mills now doud 
the pure blue summer sky with smoke, and light 
up the dark winter's night with balefiil gleams 
of lurid fire. Where the dappled deer lay 
down in great herds amid their leafy coverts, 
their antlered troops were first succeeded by 
swarms of nibbling rabbits, and then, as the 
low brushwood and bushes, that had formed the 
court of the mighty brown oak-tree, were clear- 
ed away, and thus shared the fate of the Forest 
Monarch, the rabbits were replaced by flocks 
of browsing sheep and herds of quiet sleepy 
oxen. But it was not so with the great chase 
of the Norman tyrant. The curses of thousands 
of Saxon hinds, driven forth from their ruined 
villages like dogs, were the poeans that hailed 
its early growth and union, and ever after, while 
the primitive woods fell fast before the axe, the 
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New Forest lay like a timbere ddesert, a sea of 
leaves and boughs and waste morasses in the 
midst of a rich country and of a toiling, bustling, 
gold seeking population. Encroachments have 
from time to time been made upon its borders, 
trees have been felled, and swamps have been 
reclaimed, but such invasions of its territory are 
but as the slips of barren sand and marsh that 
man's labour painfully wrests from the sea. 
The wilderness is unchanged,* and if here and 
there an oasis of cultured land, surrounding an 
isolated town or village, may be seen, it is like 
the lonely coral islets that gem the broad bosom 
of the green Pacific. 

The inhabitants of the New Forest are a 
hardy and simple race, with very little com- 
munion with the outer world, and with nearly 
the same social and political ideas and obser- 
vances as their forefathers had when still under 
the yoke of the stern Plantagenet laws. They 
clung to the forest as not merely their home 
but their country, and undoubtedly they derived 
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hills of Normandy,) battlemented and turreted 
■with a broad lake before it gleaming in the 
sunbeams, was Falconbeck Hall. 

MuUioned windows, casements of glorious 
stained glass, resplendent with saints and ar- 
morial bearings, shields and scutcheons in 
sculptured stone, and carved wood, showed 
everywhere. There were narrow turrets light- 
ed by dark arrow slits of windows, and 
ascended by the aid of winding stairs. There 
w^ere many buttresses, twined with ivy festoons 
and strong with huge stones, that helped to 
bear up the rugged walls of the rugged Norman 
fortress, at which time had gnawed. Machi- 
coulis and portcullis might be distinctly traced, 
though the grooves of the one were mouldered 
and the iron of the other well nigh eaten away 
by corroding rust. But yet Falconbeck Hall 
was strong and enduring. The very rooks 
that cawed around the dilapidated towers and 
then flew off to their aerial colony on the lofty 
trees, some bow shot away, were far more sleek 
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and glossy, more blue-black and sedate than 
)rdinary birds. They were as a feathered 
ibbey of aged monks, living under the proteo- 
ion of the mace and men at arms of the belted 
)aron of Falconbeck. They held high and 
loisy, yet very grave consultations when the 
irind blew, and talked no doubt as learnedly 
nd solemnly as so many lords ecclesiastical 
ad temporal debating on the conunon weal. 
V'ithin were to be found two vast banqueting 
alls, to the roof of which hung tattered 
inners, torn and dusty silken trophies of old 
ars lon^r since useless and forgotten. Pennons 
mg there that had been spun by the hand of 
>ble maidens of Rouen, and had waved in 
the breezes of Normandy again, but under 
e royal standard of king Henry. Flags were 
ere that had seen the bloody field of 
istings and the desperate struggle of Here- 
ird and his lion-hearted warriors at Ely. 
ad by them swung ragged banners that had 
tt^red at the fight oi Evesham. Spears and 
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halberts and dinted morions were on the walls, 
mixed ^dtli battered cor^elet.^ and half defaced 
sliields. Nor were tlie antlers of stately stags 
and the skins of ir' ini i^auni Ens^lish wolves 
denied a place on the walls of those great 
feastin!:: chnnibers, thon£>h the "blaekstock" of 
solid oak was an idle thing in the nineteenth 
century, and groaned no longer beneath the 
w^eight of ponderous masses of roast meat, 
hewed at by the jackknives of a swaim of 
hungry retainers and ilimished vassals. 

But the Hull stood as sl]*onc>ly and as 
hanghtily as ever, and were the feudal statutes 
of watching and warding renewed, not one of 
the peasants on the Falconbeck estate would 
have scrn]:)led to do homage to the lord and 
militaiy service as of old; for the rural popula- 
tion of England are not changed since the days 
of Robin Hood, but the d>v'ellers in towns and 
the maniiiiicturers have altered their position 
for them. The lords of the Hall were a proud 
and haughty, but a brave, generous, and fear- 
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ess race. In the ranks of the mailed followers 
f the Conqueror was not a bolder heart, a 
rawnier arm, nor a moce open hand than that 
f Martel Brasdefer, and few were better paid 
)r hammering Saxon steel-caps and Danish 
lail-shirts. 

His services were requited by a blue -eyed 
axon heiress and a fiof consisting of as many 
yies of land as would have served to build a 
;ore of Carthages upon. Mattel, afterwards 
lighted by the hand of William himself, was 
younger son of a noble and warlike .family in 
ormandy. The ruins of their stronghold of 
luconbec Cacftle may yet be seen on the bleak 
id heathv hills of that Scwao.e moorland 
untry that lies above the conqueror's cradle — 
ony Falaise. 

The Brasdefers of Fauconbec were a martial 
d grasping race ; their pennons were never 
mg up on tJie ralters of the hall; their horses 
ver left fi'ee in the pasture ; their men at 
US ever in the saddle. Not a trader in his 
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way to the mart of Paris or the fairs of Caen 
and of Vire but paid blackmail to the lords of 
Fauconbec, not a caravan but yielded toll and 
tribute, not a village but was laid under con- 
tribution. In then- frequent feuds with the 
neighbouring barons the Brasdefers displayed 
great cunning and ferocity, and they often 
extended their forays into the remote Celtic 
province of Armorica, or repulsed the bands 
of hardy Breton marauders that were occasion- 
ally led by their turbulent chieftains* from their 
fastnesses in the Meney-Arres Hills, to plunder 
the rich lowlands of Normandy. Martel 
Brasdefer, who had left his home possessing no 
other wealth than strength and courage, a raw- 
boned destrier, and a shirt and hood of linked 
mail, still dearly loved the remembrance of the 
haunts of his boyhood, and gave to the Saxon 
house of Mansthorpe, which formed part of the 
inheritance of his English bride— -and which he 
repaired and fortified according to the rude 
engmeering notions of the day— the name of 
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'alconbeck Hall, in memory of the grey tower 
n the heights over distant Falaise. And he 
eepened the moat and built up the buttresses 
id turrets, and faced and battlemented the 
mbling Thane's house with stone fix)m his own 
nd, andfiUedit fdU of Norman soldiers; while 
himdred tall Norman war-horses snorted and 
imped in his stables ; and he ruled over the 
xon peasantry with a sway as hard and un- 
jHng as his own iron muscles and iron mace, 
id he hunted and revelled and grew old and 
kened and died, and he lies buried in the 
incel of the little village church, where his 
gy carved in stone, in ftill armour, with his 
ss-hilted sword lying on his breast, and a 
yhound couched at his feet, may still be 
a on his tomb, and the little window of 
ited glass flings, as the villagers say, 
dderingly, a bloody stain on his grave, 
"or Sir Martel was St fierce and terrible lord, 
idy and cruel as he was prodigal and lavish; 
the villagers are a simple people and 
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not yet sufficiently enlightened to disbelieve 
their legends of ghosts. And they have a tale 
that IS often told around the winter fire, when 
the blazing fagots craclde cheerily, and young 
and old cower nearer to the flame, in some im- 
defined tensor, as the most aged relate the 
goblin stories of their youth, and treiriblingly 
tell how at midnight, when the snow lies in 
crisp white sheets on the earth, aiid the C( >ld 
wind howls like wolves among t]ie dreary leaf- 
less trees, the fonn of a gigantic warrior clad 
from head to heel in black armour, and mounted 
on a tall and powerful black horse, rides from 
under the church porch and hastens to the 
woods to join the midnight chase of the cruel 
liCd King. In long, Ic^rig past tunes several 
persons A\'ere said to have seen the giant rider 
on his mighty black steed, and to have known, 
by the stature and resem]>lance to the Brasdefer 
portraits, tliat the apparition was no other than 
Sir Martel Brasdcfer on the black destrier, 
Falaise, that he rode at Hastings ; but this was 
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1 the days before the reformation, wlien it is 
ell known tluit nothing wiis more coiomon 
lan a specl-re, and that goblins;, elves, and 
.iries appeared i<o frequently as to make snper- 
itural visitations matters of evcry-day occur- 
)nce. 

But superstition, tenacious and jealous of her 
icient empire, still niled the simple hinds 
ound the Hall. It A\^as confidently asserted 
at hoof-prints of an extraordinary size, and 
' far larger than those of any horse existing 
the forest or its emirons, were often discover- 
when snow was on the ground, and not 
:ely found stamped firmly into the dried mud 
tbe morasses during summer; and by every 
ester for miles around, these gigantic foot- 
rks were attributed to the spectral war steed 
the Norman baron. The character of his 
scendents improved by being transplanted 
o tlic uentler realm of Enaland, and much 
the rugged harshness and fierce asperity of 
3 old Norman stock was polished by the 
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gradual but certain advances of civilisation and 
refinement. Thus, thougli during the wars of 
the Roses tlie fiery spirit of the house awoke 
once more, and slaughtered foes and blazing 
roof-trees announced how terrible was the wrath 
of a son of Rollo ; yet in the days of Queen 
Bess and gentle King Jamie the Brasdeferg 
were stately and solemn k;.ights, stiff with em- 
broidery and cloth of gold, and iamous for the 
fervor of their loyalty and their zeal for the 
reformed faith. * 

When the clamour for civil war and the 
hoarse trumpets of Cromwell alarmed the land, 
the Sir Lancelot Brasdefer who then was head 
of the family, a gallant and high spirited gentle- 
man, raised troop of horse for the king's service, 
and after receiving his share of hard blowa 
under the royal standard at Marston Moor and 
Edgehill, fell on the fatal field of Worcester. 
His son, a mere youth at the time of his father's 
death, wa? fortunate enough to have the great- 
*i- fiirL of hi,^ csuitc saved from the clutches ot 
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ie roundhead sequestrators by the generous* 
iterference of Fairfax, who had been one of 
le unhappy Sir Lancelot's early friends ; and 
r Edmund Brasdefer afterwards became dis- 
iguished among the wild gallants at the court 
the Merry Monarch, and was sent to serve in 
e fleet at the same time as the young Earl of 
)rset. The great shock of the revolution 
is but little felt by the lords of Falconbeck 
ill. Jacobites by prejudice, habit, and 
ucation, they were yet too cautious or too 
iolent to become martyrs or scapegoats for 
)ir party. King James and the Chevalier 
dd never induce a Brasdefer to use his hand 
a cat's paw, however much the exiled 
ereign might have desired it. Plots and 
spiracies were rife, but the lords of the hall 
k no part in them. Jesuit seminarists^ 
ich abb^s and captains. Highland lairds and 
;lish spies came often to Falconbeck, an^ 
id ever a pasty of doe- venison and a silver 
:axd of claret at their service, but no sackft 
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of gold broad pieces to subsidise St. Germains, 
no uiiistor of armed and mouiifced tenantry to 
mai^ch against King George and the Hanoveri- 
ans. It was allowed to drink treasonable toasts 
and wish success to " the King over the water," 
but whenever the emissaries of the Stuarts spoke 
of baiTCls of powder instead of barrels of 
Boixloaux, the knight of the Hall turned a deaf 
oar to the suggestion, no matter how artftilly 
thrc^wn out in moments of after dinner con- 
vivality. And at last Jacobitism and the Stuart 
luie burnt themselves out like the expiring 
cmbei's of a neglected wood-fire, and the 
Brnsdefors existed after the Stuarts were gone, 
as tlioy had done befuixB their accession; and 
they Imnted, and feasted, and were painted in 
court costumes and hung up in the picture 
galloiy, and ciirricd to tlie grave, as it had been 
with tl\e BrnMlefoi's Iicfore tliem. Sir Godfrey 
Brasdofor, Barunot and Justice of the Peace, 
had Jiad Imt liUle peace in his own family for 
many years. His eldest son, Beginald, whilst 
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andering over the new world afler having 
iausted the hackneyed sights of the old, had 
inied a Mexican girl of great beauty and 
dabihty, the uaiiglifcer of an hupo\'erislicd 
indee who claimed descent from one of the 
st iUadtrious Cavaliers among tJic co]ii[>an- 
s of Cortes. The match had given deep 
mce to old Sir Godfrey, who had vowed 
er to own Donna Rita Velasquez as his 
ighter-in-law, and never again to bco his 
's face. He kept his word. After years 
residence in the burning land of JMoxico, 
pnald fell a victim to one of tJie friglitful 
Ts that periodical^ desolate the tierra 
mtej and his last act in a brief pause of his 
I deliruim was to write a long and eloquent 
T to his father, prajdng for protection for 
widow and orphans he was compelled to 
idon, for old Don Diego Lara Velasquez 
already numbered with his fathers. The 
^er to this letter was dictated by Amaury 
defer, the only brother of Reginald, a man 
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of an wiprincipled and coTetous dispofiitioii, 
and who for years past had possessed great 
influence over the ahnost doting Sir Godfrey. 
In it the baronet coldly announced to the un- 
happy Eita that his determination never to 
acknowledge her as the wife of his disobedient 
8on was irrevocable and unaltered, but that 
on cocdition of her agreeing that neither her- 
self nor the children should ever visit Europe, 
fihe should receive the sum of one hundred 
pounds quarterly, through the hands of the 
consul at Vera Cruz. Eita was a sweet and 
gentle woman, but this humiliating and heart- 
less proposal brought her warm Spanish blood 
into her cheeks and^roused the native pride of 
a high-bom Castilian lady. She announced 
her intention of at once proceeding to England 
and demanding,'^face to face, from her unnatural 
father-in-law an explicit recognition of her just 
claim to his relationship and protection, not 
for her sake, but for the sake of her children. 
As soon as the hurricane months were over, 
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e embarked accordingly with her orphaned 
knts, and after a long and tedious voyage, 
Lched Liverpool in safety. A week after the 
rque Caroline dropped her heavy anchor 
1 ringing cable into the muddy water of the 
)ks, the widow of Reginald Brasdefer stood 
ore the chief of her husband's family. Old 
Godfrey, propped up with pillows in his 
■f chair on wheels, received her with a look 
belpless dotage in his dim eyes, glazed over 
fi the dusky film of senile imbecihty. The 

last months had changed Sir Godfrey 
;h ; every short week had been an age of 
ay to the broken down old man. Vainly 
Eita gaze on his furrowed brow and thin 
' locks, his hanging lip and hollow cheek, 
I. glance of sympathy, a smile of kindness. 

beside him stood Amaury Brasdefer, cold, 
teous, and repulsive ; a very man of snow, 
st statue whose icy eye and freezing smile 
Bd as a well-forged mask to hide the 
mo of fierce passions boiling and eddying 
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beneath the thin crast of treacherous courtli- 
ness. Polished and biting as steel, Eita shud- 
dered at him as a bird at the snake, and felt 
that her deadliest enemy was before her long 
'ere Amaury had exhausted the stock of fidgid 
common-places with which he (I had almost 
written ) wdcomed her. Sir Godfrey was, he 
said, in such a delicate state of health that he 
had begged his son to manage iliis extremely 
unpleasant business for him; he had a duty to 
perform to his aged and suffering parent, and 
should be happy to see the proofs of the mar- 
riage of his lamented brother with Donna Kita 
Velasquez, if she were able to produce them^ 
Hastily and indignantly, with crimson cheek 
and flashing e3''es, she drew from under her 
cloak the small case of purple morocco that 
contained the certificate of her marriage and 
the other documents on which hung her own 
fair fai\ic and her children's right to bear their 
father's name. Eagerly her trembling fingers 
undid the lingering silvjer clasps, and tore open 
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J precious depository of these priceless 
asures. But they were gone, and in their 
ce was deposited a ma^js of silver paper 
urately folded and presenting a hopeless 
et of glittering Mankncss. Eita's heart 
w cold as she looked at the riQed casket, 
, the large pupils of her dark eyes dilated 
ifuUy while staring with bcAvildered inten- 
upon the proofs of the cruel wrong that 
been clone lier. Her limbs thook, her 
t grew dim, and she woulJ Iiave fainted 
that the Spanish blood is too warm to be 
sn long by fear or horror, 
he made a toucliing and passionate appeal 
[r Godfrey, who met it with a vapid smile, 
; hopeless than the bitterest hostility, 
ury answered for him in tones of polished 
^ She shrank from him with instinctive 
Lst and aversion, and he saAV it. Some 
fined idea of treachery and heai'tless fraud 
id in her mind and connected itself somo- 
with her callous brother-in-law. 
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The idea was a wild and fanciful one, with- 
out proof or probability, yet instead of dying, 
it throve, and grew, and flourished. And Rita 
left the Hall and hastened to London to con- 
sult with that rare animal, (if popular report 
is worthy of credence) an honest lawyer, with 
whom her husband had formerly been ac- 
quainted. But in the absence of the documents 
which had been so mysteriously abstracted, it 
was impossible to procure any satisfactory 
proofs of the claims of the daughter of Don 
Diego Velasquez. The old Don we have said 
before was dead, the clergyman who had per- 
formed the ceremony had gone either to 
Canada or Oregon, and was probably dead 
too, and for the witnesses, people are seldom 
long enough stationary in America to make it 
an easy matter to find them out after a lapse 
of time; while all Rita's friends could say was, 
that they had always believed her to be the wife 
of Senor Eeinaldo Brasdefer, but that they 
could give no legal proofs of such being the case. 
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Then too Rita was not rich, and trans* 
atlantic researches were expensive and 
difficult, so that she found, as many another 
aching heart has found, that European justice 
was too costly a luxury for the poor and 
inprotected. Yet she would not quite 
bandon the claims of her children, and it had 
een the dying wish of her husband that they 
lould grow up to be citizens of his native 
nd. So she took a cottage some four or 
re miles distant from Falconbeck, and there 
i^elt quietly, busying herself with the educa- 
n of her infants. A very pretty cottage it 
s in the summer time, as you crossed the 
5ely mown velvety lawn, and entered the 
I porch, fragrant with blushing roses and 
\ing jasmine, or passed among the great 
Jies of flowering shrubs, and watched the 
3r of the muslin curtains as from time to 
the sportive wind playfully whirled them 
, and showed you the fawn-like gambols 
^ t'wo beautiful children^ and the matured 
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and womanly loveliness of their young mother, 
as she watched their sports Tnth eyes of un- 
tiring love ; a living Madonna of Murillo's 
stepped from the canvass; the voluptuous 
glow of the Mexican lineaments refined and 
made thoughtful by the magic touch of early 
care and maternal affection. 

The young, buds and flowerets ungraciously 
cast off and rejected by the hollow and rotten 
trunk blossomed and flourished, and grew n 
health and bloom day by day and year by 
year. And after lingering long in physical 
decay and mental darkness, died Sir Godfrey 
Brasdefer, and Sir Amaury reigned at 
Falconbeck in his stead. 
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CHAPTER 11. 



Every tree in the great Forest was gay with 
fresh green leaves and vigorous with genial 
sap, and the mysteriously renewed strength 
of summer vegetation. The bahny breath of 
fragrant June played through the waving 
boughs and gently encouraged the timid half 
open wild flowers that were sprinkled over 
the emerald mantle of Earth, like jewels on 
the robe of an Empress. The birds poured 
forth theu-happmess in song, each little heart 
bursting with joy, each tiny throat thrilling 
with heaven taught melody. And the 
viewless lark, very very high up in the 
fathomless blue sky, sang from the azure 
vault like a «eraph voice hovering in the pure 

VOL. I, c 
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air. It is not often the sky is so blue in 
Eagland as on the day of which I speak, and 
it made the green earth and green trees more 
brilliant from the contrast. And the timid 
hare, whose hfe is that of a doomed fugitive 
hunted by the emissaries of the Vehm Gericht, 
came out from her form in the sheltering fern 
and frisked and frolicked as in the moonlight 
when man is asleep and only the weasel and 
stoat are on the prowl for prey. But the 
hare rustled into her hiding place again, and 
crouched with beating heart and panting side, 
for the tread of a man fell like a muttering of 
distant thunder on her ever wakeful ear. 

Soon the cause of all this perturbation came 
up the grassy glade, and stopping abruptly 
leaned against a tree and mused awhile. He 
was closely attended by a stately Spanish 
bloodhound of a jet black color, but with 
muzzle and paws of bright orange tan, and 
when his master stopped, the dog couched 
himself at his feet. The stranger was a tall 
and powerful man, with a form of.. nearly ' 
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faultless symmetry, and his attitude as he 
leaned against the tree was full of a careless 
grace rarely seen but in savages. 

His face was excessively handsome and bold, 
but burnt to the deepest bronze by a tropic 
sun, - and made still more remarkable by the 
expression of reckless daring and hardihood 
that characterised it ; while the tangled sable 
locks, the large flaming dark eye, the haughty 
lip, and the long drooping black moustache, 
seemed to belong to a foreigner rather than a 
native of England. His dress was that of a 
sailor, but made of fine blue cloth, the buttons 
of the jacket and vest being of silver, while 
.on the sinewy fingers of the gloveless hand 
sparkled more than one diamond. One orna- 
ment in especial seemed to afford a clue to 
the Stranraer's creed, if not his race. This 
was a golden crucifix, half-hidden in his 
bosom, and retained by a broad cord of firmly 
plaited raven hair. Whoever he was he 
seemed buried deeply in thoughts of no plea- 
sing character. 
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Suddenly the hound erected his ears, 
and lifting his massive head from the ground 
gave a low long-whine and turned his 
expanding nostrils to the wind. Finding that 
his master stirred not, he rose leisurely and 
began to lick his hand, all the time keeping 
up a low half smothered cry. 

" Down ! Cacique ! down sir !," said his 
master half impatiently caressing the huge 
head of the noble dog, " you are not in your 
own deep woods now, poor fellow, with a 
maroon to chase, or a war party, in the thicket 
to watch. This is tame England, and Cacique 
and his master must be tame too." 

And the hound, as if perfectly und^rstand-^ 
ing his master's words, crouched down again 
and lay like a dog on a monument. 

Two beautiful children came strolling along 
the forest avenue gathering the early wild 
flowers and chasing the bright winged butter- 
flies from time to time. The youngest 
was a lovely little girl of some eight years, 
who, united to the brilliantly fair complexion^ 
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the golden hair and the blue eyes of the 
ISdxon, the graceful form of the sylphs of a 
more sunny clime. She clung with a trusting 
confidence, half real, half feigned, in the gay 
•spirit of childish mockery, to the arm of her 
l)rother, her senior by three or four years. He 
was a handsome boy whose clear dark face, 
too grave for his years, black eyes and cluster- 
ing black curls were a striking contrast to his 
-sister's face of gothic loveliness. Both children 
looked curiously at the stranger and his dog, 
as they passed him, the boy with fearless 
^confidence, the girl with timid wonder. 

When they had passed by, some strange 
influence appeared to tempt the stranger to 
walk in the same direction. He followed 
slowly, his eyes bent on the ground, and 
scarcely heeding whither he went. 

He rambled on, musing sadly and abstract- 
edly, until he stood upon a crazy wooden bridge 
that spanned a small river. Seating himself 
on one of the piers he gazed idly down into 
the swiftly running water below, watching the 
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long raorged green weeds and broad water flags 
that waved in the stream and swayed to and 
fro Uke the banner oi a chieftain. He marked 
the small fish in their countless shoals, their 
silver scales flajsliuig in the sun as they leapt 
up at the flies that dimpled the river's surface, 
while now and then some speckled monster of 
a trout, a Triton among the minnows, leapt up 
from the water, scaring away, for the moment, 
bleak and dace by the rush and splash that ' 
accompanied the catering for his Majesty's 
dinner. The stranger gazed on the quiet 
banks, the drooping willows, the sylvan glades, 
and then leaning over the wooden parapet, sang 
in the low deep tones of a rich manly voice, 
some snatches of old ballads in which the 
stately Spanish alternated with the wilder and 
more plaintive ciiant of the Indian. The 
witching softness of his voice, well suited the 
melancholy songs, which native to the rock girt 
valleys of the Cordilleras, or the shadowy 
gloom of pathless Ibrests, had imbibed some- 
thing of the savage poetiy oi their cradle. 
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A gleam of many hued lights came skim- 
ming like a fiery ball over the water ; it was a 
gaudy kingfisher driven from its nest. 

The singer looked up and saw the two 
children who had passed him standing among 
the green bushes on the bank, listening in rapt 
and wondering attention. 

As he ceased abruptly, the little girl turned 
away, made one step heedlessly, missed her 
footing, the treacherous bank gave away, and 
she was in the next instant drawn under the 
surface by the rapid current. 

One faint scream alone was heard as Let 
head vanished beneath the surface, and the 
foaming river swept her away like a leaf, he* 
fair hair alone floating on the water. Fifty 
yards down the stream was a large pool, black 
and deep, but coverd with white foam where 
the eddies whirled around, while the stream 
rushed rippling like a millrace through thd 
midst. Into this pool the child was borne by 
the rushing element, and whirled around by 
the force of the eddy into deeper and stiliet 
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water. As quick as thought the boy threw 
himself into the pool to the jasis-istaace of his 
sister, and as quickly did the ruthless water 
close above its second prey. But more 
efficient assistance was at hand ; with p. bound 
like a tiger the sfcrangei started from his place, 
reached ihe bank in a moment, and plunged in 
followed by his dog, apparenlly as mucli at 
home in the limped element, as an otter or a 
seal. His strong hand grasped the black Jocks 
of the drownjiig boy at the same moment that 
the iiound c^aught the garments <tf the other 
child In his ieeth; and in another moment tbey 
were king on the bank,ipv3nik their preserver, 
dripping like Neptmie himself, knelt on the 
turf and tried to restore tbeir lost animation. 

But the younger child lay like a drooping 
lily that storms have torn from its stem, her 
blue eyes closed, her hps and cheek pale and 
ccfld, her sunny ringlets wet and tangled. 

" Santissima Madre !" muttered the sailor, 
"rough hands like mine are useless here. I 
must get this child back to her mother's care, 
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€«" I might as well have left her in tlie water. 
But her brother is opening his eyes ; that's 
well.'^ 

Then raising the boy with rough but 
not unfriendly violence, he continued, speak- 
ing in English without the slightest shade 
of foreign accent, " Come, wake up, young 
messmatej you are a bold little fellow, but 
a sad dunce^ to jump inta a river before you 
can swim." 

"Inez- was drowning, and I thought of 
nothing else ; " answered the boy. 

" Senora del Pilar ! what a gallant man the 
child will be ! the half grown cub that draws 
bloo(i will make a brave jaguar;" muttered 
the saifor; "now tell me my youngs comrade 
whereabouts your mother lives, for we must 
take your sister to her to nurse, or my being 
here will be of little use." 

"She lives but a mile from here," said 
the boy, '•' and I will show you the way. ! 
how she will thank you, and bless you, and 
pray for you>. when she hears you. have saved. 
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poor Inez — and T, I can thank yoii for myself, 
and hope, if I live to be a man, I may be able 
to show you I am not ungrateful." 

*' Well said, my boy ;" answered the stranger, 
as he lifted up the lifeless form of the child and 
carrying her like a baby in his strong aims, pro- 
ceeded towards the forest path, guided by the 
boy ; " and I am glad you are none the worse 
for ycmr ducking, except making those curls 
rather damp and out of order. Holy St. James," 
he muttered in Castilian, " where did I see eyes 
like those, before ? scarcely among these cold 
blooded Northerns I think. Cuerpo de 
Santiago ! many a Muchacha would be proud 
of such a face." 

Suddenly he stopped, for he saw by the 
dark blush on the boy's cheek that he was 
understood. 

"How! you understand Spanish? wonder- 
ful for an English boy ; what is your name, 
my child ? " 

"Lara," said the boy, looking steadily in 
the face of his interrogator. 
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" Better and better still ; " said the other 
gaily ; bravo ! nino ! I shall find you out a 
Chilian soon, or may be a Venezuelan. Lara 
what ? my brave boy ; Lopez or Perez perhaps. 
" Lara Brasdefer," answered the boy ; and 
the strong man staggered more than he would 
have done beneath the blow of a mace; his 
limbs quivered, his knees bent, and his power- 
ful frame shook and trembled like a reed. It 
was but for a moment ; in the next he had' 
laid Inez gently on the ground, had fallen on 
his knees on the moss, and holding up his 
crucifix he prayed in a tone of such agonizing 
supplication, such passionately wild entreaty- 
that the son of Bita was awe struck. He 
could not understand the words, for they were 
Indian, but he felt it was a strange and 
wonderful sight to behold that dauntless and 
powerful man bending his brow in humiliation 
and anguished sorrow before the crucifix, his 
strong nerves unstrung, his mighty frame 
convulsed with sobs and cries, his fearless 
heart utterly prostrated and laid bare. 
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For some minutes this lasted, and then the 
stranger rose, raised Inez in his arms, and 
hastened with increased speed towards Bita's 
dwelling. His cheerfulness had returned as 
abruptly as it had departed, and he chatted 
gaily to the wondering boy. 

^^You are a sailor'* said Lara enquiringly 
to his preserver. 

^' Yes, I am a sailor f said the stranger, ^' a 
sailor who has seen many strange sights, and 
sailed over many a broad sea. Would yon 
like to go with me and seek your fortune ?' 

" Yes ! " replied the boy with a kindling eye, 
and a flushing cheek, ^yes, I should like to go 
with yon because you are brave, and strcHig, 
and generous. And I should like to go where 
my mother lived when I was very young, 
where the palm trees, and the fire flies, and the 
wonderM beasts and birds are, and where 
there are snakes and Indians and painted 
birds." ' 

** Well, win yon come then with me ?' said 
the other, smiling at the boy's enthnsiasm, ^^ I 



^AlaDOiraiECK HALL. 37 

tjan promise to show you all this and much 
more. Will you come ? " 

"No, 1 cannot," said the boy sadly but 
firmly, " for I cannot leave my mother." 

"Right, right," aLswered the stranger, "God 
forbid that I should ever tempt you to leave 
yonix mother." 

They walked on in silence till they approach- 
ed the low hedge that enclosed the garden. 

" Now farewell, " said the stranger, abruptly, 
"farewell, I must not go farther. Call the 
gardener, he can carry Inez in. She wiU 
recover easily with care. Good bye my boy.'' 

And without heeding Lara's remonstrances, 
the stranger turned away, whistled to his dog^ 
and his stately figure soon vanished among th-e 
forest trees. 
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CHAPTER III. 

Sir Amauiy Brasdefer was not a popular 
landlord. His farmers disliked him for his 
freezing manners, his utter selfishness, and the 
pertinacity with Avhich he pursued any object 
he had in view, without caring how much 
suffering or ruin he caused. 

The labourers hated him as a stem and harsh 
man, and a magistrate who never tempered 
justice with mercy. He was a strict game 
preserver, and his severity to poachers made 
him known and dreaded for miles around. 
Woe to the doomed ploughboy that snared 
a liare, woe to the devoted urchin that 
knocked over a rabbit with stick or with stone, 
to the peasant that dared to carry a gun 
even in his own garden, to the clerk from 
Southampton that dared employ Ids winter 
holiday and borrowed fowling piece in killing, 
or tiyiiig to kill snipes or wild ducks on the 
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baronet's marshes. For each and all of these 
offences the fine and the gaol, eviction or loss 
of employ, according to the culprit*s condition, 
were always rigidly enforced. But Sir 
Amaury never lost his temper, never forgot 
his own dignity, especially on the bench. He 
was a Chesterfield like Mino.-^, a polished 
Ehadamanihns ; his language was pointed, cold 
and clear as an icicle, and he always 
admonished and sentenced poachers with the 
most fi-eezing and pitiless politeness. 

In the cottages for miles around, his name 
was coupled with smothered curses, and he 
was spoken of as a Herod, a tyrant, an oppressor. 
By most of the "county people" he was 
considered an upright gentleman, and an 
inflexible but just magistrate, who, arrow- 
straight in his own path of life, C4)uld endure 
no dereliction irom it on the part of others. He 
subscribed liberally and largely to the hounds, 
the archery clubs, and every other plan of 
amusement. He gave a few ostentatious 
guineas annually to the poor^ which were duly 
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acknowledged in * print in the obsequious- 
columns of the " Trae Blue Standard, " and 
" South Down lUunnnator, " and certain 
gentlemen of the Old School thought and 
called him an honor to the county. But he 
was not very popular in his district, as ma^ 
be- supposed, although every one cringed to 
him and quailed before him. 

Sir Amaury was in the Justice Room, dealing 
out reproofs and sentences to a* trembling 
collection of petty offenders, when the stranger, 
whose acquaintance the reader made in the 
preceding chapter, appeared leisurely walking 
up the avenue of the park. He strode grav^ 
ly on ^ the wide hall door, and pullfed the 
bell with a force that sent its echoes pealing 
through the house from cellar to attic. It was 
not a usual hour for county visits, so some 
minutes elapsed before the door opened, and 
a footman, his coat scarcely yet well adjusted 
on his shoulders, hastily presented himself. 

" Well, what do you want ?" said the flunky, 
looking very much disgusted, for he had ex- 



TALCONBECK HAUi. 41 

peeled to see the vicar at least, or some early 
rising squire, and the dripping figure that 
fitood before him was not by any means the 
kind of thing he had been taught to respect. 

'• Your master ;" replied the visitor codly, 
** is he at home." 

" Not to every fellow as chooses to enquire;" 
replied the footman iusolently, " if it's justice 
business yon must just go to the clerk, if it's 
begging, you may take yourself off; least- 
'WB.ys Sir Amaury will have nothing to say 
to yoiT," 

The stranger's dai-k eye flashed for a moment, 
but he looked at the canary coafc and sky blue 
plush, and seemed rather amused than angry. 

"No nonsense, my lad," he answered "I 
want to see your master, and I will see him 
whether you like it or no." 

"And I says as you shan't;" said the 
knight of the shoulder knot, emboldened 
by the quiet manner of the visitor, and 
he planted himself firmly in the doorway, like 
Hector before the walls of Ilium, or Ascapart 
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before the gates of Southampton, with a gesture 
and bearing none the less chivalrous and mar- 
tial because Mary, the pretty under housemaid 
with one or two.other servants, was gazing from 
an open window above, like Xarifa at her 
Moorish lattice, attracted by the fact of a visitor's 
arrival so early in the morning. 

The bloodhound rushed forward with a 
fiavage growl. 

" Down, Cacique I quiet, sir ! " said his 
master, as he coolly walked in through the 
half-open door, without paying the slightest 
attention to the insolence or the feeble 
resistance of the plush bedizened champion. 
" Show me the way to Sir Amaury's room," 
said the intruder as he gained the hall. The 
footman tried vainly to pluck up courage to 
oppose the intruder, and, completely overawed 
by the stranger's nonchalant manner and 
physical strength, said in a humbled tone, 

" What name did you say, sir ?." 

"No name at all, never mind the name," 
caid the visitor, as he drew a little case of 
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plaited silk grass from his pocket, and lighted a 



"Cigar. 



" Please sir, I hope you'll excuse my telling 

you Sir Amaury can't abide dogs indoors, nor 

tobacco." 

" Never mind ! " replied the unmoved 

stranger, " tell him a gentleman from abroad 

wants to see him." 

The footman cast a glance of hopeless fear 
and dislike on the wonderM man who was 

not afraid of offending the terrible baronet, 
and went to announce the stranger. Almost 
instantly he returned, and marshalled the 
visitor to the hbrary, where Sir Amaury, 
having despatched his magisterial business and 
signed a very sheaf of warrants, had adjourn- 
ed from the Justice Eoom. 

The baronet was a tall grim man, with bony 

cast-iron figure and a harsh stern face, whose 
hard features bore the impress of a hard 
heart. The outline was Roman, such a face as 
the old conquerors and the old Pmitans are 
depicted with. The thin lipped mouth, 
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the mighty jaw, the small tearless grey 
eye, the prematurely white hair, thin 
and short, and brushed up from the high 
narrow forehead, and the grizzled whiskers 
that shadowed the hollow cheeks, shewed the 
diaracter of the owner at a glance. The 
dress suited it well ; stiff, clerical, and precise, 
it gave an additional air of severity to the 
wearer. A courtly smile and ihe polish of 
pleasing manners gave rather a repulsive than 
an attractive varnish to the stern lineament?, 
like the burnish of the sabre, or the dark 
glossy hue of the cannon. 

He ordered ihe seivant to leave the room^ 
and when the sound of the man's i?etreating 
footsteps had died away, he turned to the in- 
truder, who had meanwhile flung himself 
carelessly into a deep morocco covered arm 
chair. 

" Captain ! aie you weary of your life? 
that you come here to tempt your fate in this 
manner," said the baronet ; " one word from 
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me, and nothing could save you firom the fate 
that the law assigns to such as you." 

" That is, the gallows or the yard- 
arm,'^ answered the unmoved visitor ; " but 
the gibbet is but a poor scarecrow to 
frighten such old birds as I am. The 
hemp isn't sown yefc that shall hang 
Cacique and me." And he fondly patted the 
noble dog that lay at his feet, licking hia 
master's hand as an acknowledgment of hia 
caresses, while the baronet unlocked a drawer, 
and produced a bundle of old newspapers, 
carefully folded. Selecting one of these he 
slowly read out in a low impressive voice^ 
** Piraev f the sum of £500 of Janwtica eur^ 
rency is offered by His Majesty*^s Governiaent 
for the capture and conviction of the notorious 
Captain Koderick Eedfern, alias Captain 
Shaddock, alias Captain Carew, alias Buy 
Munoz, alias Don Rodrigo Esteban Lopez, 
commander of the schooner Flying Fish, alias 
Seagull, alias Santa Maria, by which piratical 
vessel the Pretty Susan of Bristol, John 



46 FArXJONBECK HALL. 

Harker, master, and the Argentine of Liverpool, 
were captured last roontli off the southern 
coast of Cuba. Whoever will give such infor- 
mation to the Admiral on the station as shall 
lead to the apprehension and conviction of the 
above Captain Bedfern, shall receive the 
above reward." 

"Vastly pretty;" said the buccaneer con- 
temptously, " and a fine specimen of a Port 
Boyal Proclamation. And how think you 
would men speak of the discovery that Sir 
Amaury Brasdefer, baronet, of Falconbeck 
Hall, had for years defrauded his brother's 
.widow and children of their just rights? 
Which think you would be the fittest mark 
for scorn and loathing, the penniless pirate 
who was bribed to rob them of the proof of 
their claims, or the gentlemanly scoundrel that 
tempted him to do it " 

Sir Amaury trembled violently, but by 
a great effort composed his quivering nerves, 
and answered — 

"If such an allegation were to be made 
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against a man of high charactei', influence, 
and position, by one who was a notorious 
criminal and outlawed ruffian, it would oiily 
seal the fate of the rash accuser, without 
bli":htinG; the fair fame of the accused," 

" Boldly said, " replied the careless 
desperado, " but suppose the gentleman 
adventmer, of whom you speak so dis- 
paragingly, had had his doubts of the grati- 
tude of his patron, when he did him the tiifling 
seiTice I have just mentioued, and had piefcr- 
red to keep the original docmnents in his own 
possesion, giving only some well executed" 
copies to the worthy gentleman he worked for." 

A furious oath, perhaps the first he had ever 
uttered in the course gf his plausible life, was 
Sir Amaury's answer, and for a moment he 
seemed disposed to spring at the throat of his 
unwelcome guest* 

*' You lie, villain ! " he exclaimed passion- 
ately; "you would never have ventm:ed to 
palm off such a trick upon me." 
- "And why not. Sir Amaury Brasdefer, 
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^ince I have palmed off many a one on better 
toen ? And moreover I must beg you to leave 
off your unmannerly custom of calling me by- 
various names more applicable to yourself than 
me. Here is the talisman,'^ he continued^ 
drawing a small silver box from his bosom, 
*' that must and shall reduce you to obedience.'^ 
Sir Amaury would have snatched the glittering 
«poil from the hand of his tormentor, but he 
was completely cowed by the savage eye of 
the buccaneer. 

" What do you want as the price of your 
*ecresy ? " asked he sullenly, 

"Whj»^ you withheld from me, when I 
"wrote to you from my prison in Russia, 
thinking doubtless that Siberia would keep 
me safely enough, without the expenditure 
of more of your ill-gotten gold. Well, 
they took me to Tobolsk, chained by 
the wrists to two Cossack bridles, yet I am 
here ; I want my hush money, my pension,^' 
answered the rover. 

*' You shall have it/' said the baronet, ** I 
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would have sent you the animal stipend when 
in Russia, but I heard you had left Warsaw, 
and I— I—" 

*' Treve de poliiesse/^^ said the other with a 
sneer, " there was never much love lost between 
the baronet and the buccaneer. Pay your 
accomplice his hire, Sir Amaury, and he will 
remove himself far enough from the path of 
his aristocratic associate." 

Sir Amaury with trembling fingers touched 
a spring in the table before him, and drew 
from the secret drawer, that was at once re- 
vealed, a heavy rouleau of gold a cheque 
book, on a leaf of which he hastily traced a few 
words and then handed it with the gold, to the 
other. The buccaneer deliberately examined 
the cheque and counted the golden coins, and 
then plunged them into the deep pocket 
of his sailor's jacket. 

" Give me up those papers. Captain ; " 
said Sir Amaury with a blandly persuasive 
smile, " and Til write you another draft for a 
thousand pounds at eight." 
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" What, sell you my talisman," answered the 
seaman ; " s6ll you the magician's wand that 
holds your spirit in as much awe as the slave 
has for the Obiman of Congo ! not so, Sir 
Amaury ; I am too practised a wizard to barter 
my fetish for a few nights at monte or faro. 
You may send my next year's wages to Cadiz, 
to the care of the American Consul. I shall be 
as likely to sail m those seas as any others." 

And with a nod, patronising, but cool and 
contemptuous, the hardy adventurer turned 
on his heel, whistled to his bloodhound, and 
walked from the room and the house. The 
master of Falconbeck Hall stood at the library 
window, and watched the receding form of 
the buccaneer, as he strode down the leafy 
avenue, the tall black dog attending his steps 
like an enchanter's familiar spirit. 

Man and hound vanished among the cool 
shadows of the brown oaks, and a sigh of re- 
lief burst from the gazer as he turned away. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



Ten years have rolled away, ten years of 
want and luxury, of sorrow and triumph, of 
wailing and of rejoicing, of victory and of 
death. Ten times have purple clusters of 
blooming grapes, gleaming seas of golden com, 
enameUed prairies of sunny flowers, green 
trees and emerald grass, sparkling snow and 
streams bridged over with crystal, announced 
the changing seasons as each fifesh year revol- 
ved. Old trees are. gone that stood ten sum- 
mers ago, dead roots, unsightly stumps, or 
gaping earthholes mark where once the proud 
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castle of living timber — ^lofty fortress of the 
tree sparrow, the tomtit with his delicate crest of 
black or blue, and look of inordinate vanity, 
the brown creeper, with his long slight curved 
humming bird bill, dread foe of insects — tower- 
ed sturdily on high. Many a waste has been 
reclaimed, many a rushy morass drained, many 
a sandy tract wrested from the sea. Savage 
spots where once the boon of the bittern and 
the shrill plaint of the wading heron replied to 
the scream of the hovering seagull, now echoed 
to the tinkling music of the bellwether's 
solemn march, and the bleating voices of many 
browsing sheep.. Coppice and underwood 
w^ere grubbed up, and the land turned into a 
pasture where once the Saxon outlaw crouched 
with his strong yew-bow among the screening 
brushwood. Commons that formerly gave a 
scanty " bite " of -short coarse grass, mingled 
with heather and gold blossomed gorse, to a 
few rough ponies, cows, and geese, now yield- 
ed abundant crops of springmg grain in sub- 
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mission to the gashes of the ploughshare. Old 
houses that ten years before echoed to mirtli 
and revelry, or sheltered around the fireside a 
group of loving hearts, had disappearel to 
make way for new streets, railway vialacts, or 
swarms of hive-like cottages. Old ships that 
careered gallantly over the waters ten years 
ago, now mouldered and rotted tranquilly in 
dock, or else were torn to pieces, till of the 
noble vessel there remained but discolored 
beams and planks and sheets of green rusty 
copper. Old families long known and honor- 
ed in the land were gone, and their places 
filled up by others who sprang up suddenly, 
whence none knew. Men and women and 
children had been mowed down too, and 
others had changed till they were no more 
like what they were before than the butterfly 
is like the chrysalis, and so the rolling world 
went on. 

There was not so much alteration about 
Falconbeck as elsewhere perhpps, for the 
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people of the surrounding parishes were not 
fond of innovation, and were always the last 
to hear of a new discovery or to adopt an im- 
provement in agriculture. Some grey-pated 
farmers had died, some farms changed hands ; 
some buxom rosy-cheeked girls had become 
sallow faced, careworn mothers, some iron sin- 
ewed laborers gaunt hangers on of the work- 
house, some honest stupid bird boys soldiers 
or poachers, according as they fancied the gay 
colored streamers of Sergeant Kite, or the gin 
backed eloquence of William WaUsley, common- 
ly known by the soubriquet of Black Will. 

A good many young fellows had been thus 
spirited away from field work to carry brown 
bess and wear "the jacket red," and the 
" beautiM cockade," under the auspices of one 
tempter, whose alehouse tales of mihtary glory, 
cheap liquor, rapid promotion, and plunder, 
like those of all his caste were singularly 
attractive to the round shouldered, slouching, 
shambling Tony Lumpkins, whom the alchem* 
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ical wand of that mighty transmuter, the drill 
sergeant, changes, as the bat of Harlequin turns 
a rabbit into a coach and six, to steady, 
machine resembling, disciplined soldiers. 

A good many more lost all relish for the 
fork and flail, and began a nineteenth century 
imitation of the exploits of Robin Hood, 
lounging idly about all day in rusty velveteen 
and leather gaiters, setting a snare whenever 
they saw a rim, and roving abroad at night 
with net and fowling piece. 

At Kita's cottage change had been busy, 
but had done little harm. Its mistress had a 
few strands of silver mingled with her raven 
hair, her brow was no longer free from lines, 
her step no longer light and active, but she 
looked calmly resigned, and almost happy. 

Her son from a handsome boy had grown a 
tall and elegantly formed young man, her 
•daughter from a blooming child had become a 
lovely girl, rich in all the soft graces and bud" 
ding charms of early womanhood. They had 
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never left their mother, and their love for her, 
as hers for them, had grown with their growth, 
and strengthened with their strength. Rita 
for their sakes had mixed in such society as 
the neighbourhood afforded, and everywhere 
Lara and Inez Brasdefer were liked and 
admired. There was a dignified yet careless 
grace about the one, a winning sweetness about 
the other, that seldom failed to conciliate the 
most sour and crabbed natures. Miss Diana 
Frost, whose temper was more acidulated than 
verjuice itself, and who looked with an evil eye 
on blight eje^j silky cuils, and rosy lips, and 
considered plumpness and climples improper, 
was lenient to the pretty Inez, and thawed 
visibly under her radiant presence. Grim 
Mrs. Colonel Mabbesly, a widow with three 
gorgon daughters, the gauntest and most severe 
of their sex, except their bony and awfiil 
mamma; Mrs. Colonel Mabbesly herself, whose 
favorite topic was the perfidious, cowardly, 
barbarous, and atrocious animal called man, 
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never scolded Laxa, and even when he was by, 
diluted her habitual abuse of his sex, until £com 
fiery poteen, (Mrs. Colonel Mabbesly was an 
Irishwoman, own daughter of Sir Lucius 
O^Rourke, County Kildare and Boscommon,) 
her eloquence was reduced to innocuous 
negus. 

And Mr. Selwynne, whom everybody else 
was afraid of, and whose caustic raillery was 
as dreaded as the knout is in Russia, never had 
a harsh word or a sarcasm for Lara or Liez. 

If the family in the cottage had never known 
the luxuries of riches, they had never felt the 
griping tooth of actual poverty. Eita was fer 
more accomplished than the generality of 
Mexican girls, and she had taught her childreQ 
ail she knew of music, drawing and languages, 
well and carefully. Inez had her piano, her 
books and prints to amuse her and Mr. Selwynne 
had himi^elf taught Lara to shoot, and given him 
free leave to sport over his ample estate. In 
the small paddock adjoining the garden of 
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the cottage, grazed ( when the weather was 
warm and genial) Lara's horse and a wild 
shaggy pony with streaming mane and tail, the 
only pet, except a merlin and a white grey-, 
hound that Inez possessed at the age when 
girls must pet something. Atany a long ride 
did the brother and sister take together, deep 
ia the well-known recesses of the forest, now 
halting to gaze at the herds of dappled deer, 
now sweeping through the glades with a quick 
flash of hurrying hoofs like a charge of fairy 
cavalry. And many a legend did they tell 
each other about the Eed King and his mighty 
father, beneath the shadow of the gnarled and 
knotted boughs, and Lara wrote songs about 
the Forest, and Inez set them to music, and 
sang them to her harp or piano. Meanwhile 
Falconbeck Hall had received a mistress. 
Lady Wyvemay, the widow of Lord Wyvemay, 
a cold, well bred, chilly mannered lady of 
forty, encumbered, as she and the baronet 
considered, by only one daughter, accepted 
Sir Armaury's hand. 
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The marriage of the baronet did not make 
him more popular with his rustic neighbours. 

His wife was a pattern of social and religious 
propriety, and she coromenced a round of 
visiting among the poor, almost before her 
Swiss protestant maid had arranged the contenta 
of her trunks and boxes in wardrobes and 
drawers. 

To the poor her calls became visitations 
indeed. Rigid, untiring, and methodical, she 
entered every cottage in the district, and 
seemed to bring with her a shadow of darkness 
that mocked the brightest sun, a cold icy chill 
that was an overmatch for the cheeriest fire. 

It would have been curious to have tried tlio 
experiment of hanging up a thermometer in 
the houses of the poor, and noting the fall of 
its mercury, as the foot of the Lady of Falcon- 
beck crossed the threeshold. All mirth and 
good humour ( Heaven knows, rare enough 
at any time ) were withered by her crushing 
frown, her stern reprooi, and the glance of her 
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stony eyes. Children regarded her as an 
Ogress or Witch, and would have howled and 
roared in her presence, if they had but dared ; 
but they feared the imwinking green eyes too 
much, and never cried till she was out of 
hearing. Woe to the urchin that shirked 
school, or the labourer that missed a'service on 
Sunday. Woe to the housewife whose house 
WBa not swept out, and whose fire was not 
trimmed by eleven o'clock, a. m. 

Her ladyship took no excuses, however 
humble or reasonable. The hardiest vixen, 
the most leather-tongued, brass-lunged shrew, 
quailed before her and kept the smothered 
embers of rebellion and defiance rankling in 
her heart, as the Spartan boy kept up a sickly 
smile, while the fox beneath his tunic, gnawed 
his quivering flesh. 

The surliest poacher touched his hat to 
Lady Wyvernay, the most discontented old 
crone grumbled not as she courtsied, the 
patient mothers of large families ^' my ladied ^ 
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her and hated her the more for the forced 
deference they paid her. She was a Lady 
bountiful with a good deal less of the milk of 
human kindness than the original, and a good 
deal more of the vinegar of human crossness. 

Lady Wyvemay went about the lanes like 
the grim white woman of the Nursery Ballad^ 
devouring httle children. 

She would seize upon poor little urchins, 
fiightening bu-ds at four-pence a day, and half 
idiotic on account of their continual solitary 
and silent imprisonment in the open fields, she 
would waylay apple -cheeked little girls carry- 
ing baskets, and ruthlessly put them to the 
catechism, applying the test as rigorously 
as Lauderdale and Claverhouse themselves, 
and propounding knotty theological questions 
that reduced their benighted young minds to a 
state of helpless imbecility. 

She showered down tracts as Hop O'my 
Thumb did white pebbles on his path ; she 
insisted on settling all things spiritual and 
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temporal for every body ; she made the Stmday 
School an Infant Pandemonimn, and converted 
the Union Workhouse into a Hall of the 
Inquisition, reducing several of the cleverest 
pupils of the master and mistress to a state of 
incurable cretinisme by the severity of her 
remorseless monthly examinations. 

Not that she gave nothing else than tracts and 
advice. no ! she gave plenty of ph}^sic to the 
sick, and a little forty-shilling port ; she doled 
out also small quantities of firing in winter, and 
lent blankets ostentatiously enough. She 
distributed every Saturday some thin but 
greasy soup to sundry old people and children 
who came with pitchers and cans to fetch it, 
and who grumbled at it when out of hearing. 
Some oiled it hogswash. They were wrong; 
it was no such thing ; it was potage aux pauvres^ 
Moreover she subscribed to dispensary and 
other relief societies, and had the satisfaction of 
tseoing her name printed in very legible tj^e, 
liigl] up the first column of subscribers. She was 
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great as a promoter of penny clothing clubs, 
giving two guineas pompously and grandilo- 
quently every year, and assuming the entire 
management of the funds, though nominally in 
partnership with the meek vicar. Her lady- 
ship was fond of encouraging self-supporting 
associations among the poor, and of controlling 
them. To be sure it was rather hard that she 
would insist on converting the entire produce 
of the weekly pennies into flannel, of which 
-even old Dame Wricket, rheumatic and subject 
to- tooth- ache as she was, would willingly have 
bartered her share for a little tea and snuff, 
and which was of but little utility to Phoebe 
Nixon, the ruddy hardy milk-maid, who braved 
:all weathers with her bright hooped pail, or 
fitout Roger Delves the ploughman, who cared 
no more for cold than a Bishareein does for 
heat. 

Yet the Dowager Lady Wyvemay was a fine 
woman, highbred and highborn, with a beauti- 
ful statue like face, whose only faults were its 
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rigid immobility, its cold green eyes, and long 
upper lip. 

She had done in her life many unjust, wrong, 
and unkind things, but never had been guilty 
of a wicked or an unlady-like action. 

She had plenty of a peculiar kind of pride, 
but, passionless, cool, and orderly as] the stone 
bull of Guipozcoa, she was a model for icy 
females, her pulses never having beaten, her 
quiet heart never having throbbed an iota 
faster than its usual time. 

She was subject to colds and influenzas, but 
never was known to be feverish. She had 
nover flirted, thought waltzing improper, and 
read no novels as a girl, generally beguiling 
her leisure hours with sermons. She had made 
no pretence at any time to being in love with 
Lord Wyvernay, who was much her senior, 
and to whom like a dutiful daughter she had 
given her hand at the command of her mother, 
and indeed oce of the few opinions %he had 
been known to express in her early youth was 
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to the effect that she considered falling in love 
as at once incorrect and unlady-like. 

Her daughter had inherited the fine form 
and features of her mother, softened down and 
poetised to a fairy slightness and delicacy. 

Mary Queen of Scots' like eyes of dark grey, 
a sea of rippling hair of pale gold, a complex- 
ion as clear as opal, and a sylph's figure, made 
Lily Wyvemay in comparison to the Dowager 
seem a richly bound octavo abridgment of a 
dusty and battered folio, bound in decorated 
oaken boards, with gUded but tarnished clasps* 

Frightened in the nursery, browbeaten in 
the school room, dictated to in the drawing 
room, henmied, hedged, and fenced in with 
prejudices, precepts, and maxims, fi'om infancy 
poor lily's mind, a pure and gentle one, was 
kept mewed up like a hawk in a cage, never 
breathing the firee air, never cleaving the sky 
on ardent wings, never rushing on the quarry, 
nor wheeling round the lure, but ever hooded 
and on the perch. 
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In the old library of Falconbeck Hall, not 
the smaller one, Sir Amaur5r's sanctum, but 
the grand old mine of books, the yomig half- 
fledged eyes first tried her callow wings. 
There were loaded, groaning shelves, and 
cmnbrous presses, heavy with folios, quartos, 
tomes, octavos, and duodecimos. There was 
a Califomia of learning, books in the dead 
tongues, books in Arabic and Sanscrit, rare 
Talmudical treatises in crabbed Hebrew, rug- 
ged German and Dutch histories of Low 
Country wars and Gustavus Vasa, Chaucer and 
his contemporaries in quaint old English 
characters, the pages of Tasso, D^nte, Ariosto,, 
Pulei, a very tesselated pavem^it of smooth 
Tuscan rhymes. There were novels, from 
Swift and Smollett, to Scott and Bulwer, from 
the Grand Cyrus to Harry Lorrequer. Polit- 
ical economists and the memoirs of blas6, 
cardinals and abb^s, sermons and philosophical 
writings were jumbled together. An epic 
poem stood beside the complete works of 
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Voltaire, and the Eikon Baeilike beside the, 
Iconoclastes. No pickaxe was needed to hew 
into this El Dorado; a light broad stepped 
ladder bore the maiden explorer aloft in her re- 
searches. Books of every kind were there, food 
of every flavor for the craving mind abounded, 
no one ever entered the refectory, and what a 
delight to rove like a butterfly from flower to 
flower without the constant dread of mamma's 
"my dear, what are you reading?" For 
two years .-after she came to Falconbeck, this, 
library was the place where Lily would most 
frequently have been found, had any-one looked 
for her, and here her quick inquisitive mind 
discovered a rich and varied banquet day by 
day. Desultory as was Lily's course of read- 
ing, her native good taste and instinctive 
purity of spirit preserved her from the shoals 
that lay in the course of the mariner who 
essayed to navigate the troubled and trackless 
sea of letters. 
Of course she preferred poetty to prose; 
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most very young people do, especially girls. 
In stem, bustling, real, unromantic maturity, 
poetry is apt to be neglected or despised, but 
with age the taste for it not seldom returns. 
It is like a penchant for pastry and sugar- 
plums, popularly called a "sweet tooth." 
Children and old people dote upon these by 
grown persons vilified and contemned dainties. 
Lily had been taught to tremble at her 
mother ; the only incitement to exertion, the 
only stimulus to toil, the only motive for 
obedience that had ever been held before her 
childish eyes was fear, blind, terror, that 
Mumbo Jumbo with which too many Euro- 
pean, too many English parents frighten their 
scared oifspring into the path they would have 
them choose. Lily had trembled from infancy 
at the very idea of doing or thinking as she 
wished, or of not doing and thinking what her 
mother wished. She had been trained in her 
earliest youth in that cruel, barbarous, blasphem- 
ous belief too frequently inculcated by Christian 
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men and women, that children, pure, freih 
from their Maker's presence, and unsullied as 
virgin snow as they are, are of necessity per- 
verse and corrupt, their dove-like minds tod 
gentle wishes wicked and sinful, while grown 
persons, all seared and blackened by the hot 
furnace blast of the world and the foul stains 
of earthly passions, are of necessity wise and 
virtuous, and can speak no folly and do no 
wrong. 

And the dark blue heavens look down at 
night, clear and beautiful as the faces of weep- 
ing seraphs, and hear these lies ascend to the 
throne of Him who on earth declared himself 
the God and Protector of little children, and 
the calm golden stars and pale silver moon 
look lo vingly down on the paler face of many 
a sleeping child on whose half closed eye-lids 
and drooping lash the tear called forth by 
tyranny yet quivers. And ye who take such 
account of every drop of the black blood of a 
guilty man, spilt in the effort lo spill another's. 
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and heed so little the anguish of oppressed 
and stainless in&ncy, think ye that God shall 
not leqoiie the tears of your children at your 
hands? 
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CHAPTER V. 



Embowered in the recesses of an old green 
Wood, one of those relics of forest scenery that 
are no where so common as in Knglaud, was a 
winding and narrow ride, the black rich 
motdd of which it was composed, streaked 
with sand and cut up by tiny but vagabond 
water-courses, looking like a black riband as 
it streamed among the rank masses of long 
forest grass. 

It did not seem by any means a frequented 
or a favorite thoroughfare with the rural 
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population. A stray hoof print, the occasional 
mark of the nailed shoe of a plonghman, or 
the small round ring stamped into the earth 
by the patten of some little village girl, might 
indeed be noticed here and there, but they 
were infrequent and apparently of old dat€. 
Inviting looking depths of green woodland, 
tempting the wayfarer by their display of 
twining boughs, flowering bushes, and white 
wild roses, to plunge into their cool dewy 
recesses, bordered the path. Hazel branches 
met and interlaced across it, trees arched 
fihadily overhead, brambles and briers encroa- 
ched on the ride, laying subtle traps for the 
foot passengers, great branches and clusters of 
half-ripe nuts hung across the track, and red 
immature black-berries and peeping whortle 
berries wereCpleaty. 

People seldom came into this wood, except 
now and then some old woman gathering her 
apron full of sticks, in an unsually bitter 
winter, or when the nuts where ripe some 
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laughing troop of children, who ran about 
cracking shells and breaking branches, and 
whooping and calling to each other like a 
chorus of shrill elves in the depths of the 
Black Forest. So the restless busy magpie 
and the gaudy jay, all orange and blue and 
white and black, fluttered and screamed their 
eldritch screech among the trees, fearless of 
gun and trap. The tawny owl woke up the 
echoes through the moonlight nights with his 
deep sepulchral hoot, towho! towhooo ! sugges- 
tive of the signal cries of ambushed savages ; 
the long-eared hare, the most timorous of 
wild animals, felt her heart throb more quiet- 
ly in the wood ; the bright eyed dormouse 
with his soft fur of chocolate hue, ran about 
lively and cheerful ; the brown hardy rabbits 
skipped and played together like kittens ; the 
harmless common snake drew his glittering 
folds through the brushwood, the speckled 
adder, with his delicate rings and deadly red 
eye, lay coiled up, basking in the sun. 



72 FALCONBECK HALL, 

Small birds loved the wood, and lived in it, 

and sang in it, and filled it with mossy nests, 

in which gleamed many a blue and green and 

pure white egg. The spiked hedgehog, tini - 

est of porcupines, was at peace in its coppices ; 

the mole in court suit of black velvet, with 

little white aristocratic hands, burrowed his 

galleries unharmed; the grey iDadger, that 

stubborn but retiring hermit, hollowed his 

cell undisturbed in the bank. The hooded 

crow built there ; the fierce marten roosted in 

the hollow trees ; the acorn nibbling squirrel 

swung like a monkey on the boughs. Wild 

cats that had been tame once ; wily foxes, 

grim pole-cats, active stoots, and greedy 

weasels, with may be a strayed ferret or so, 

dwelt in the wood as in a fortress, and sallied 

from it to attack poultry yard and pheasant 

preserve. Feathered game shunned it, for 

woe to the luckless covey of inexperienced 

partridges that took shelter in its outskirts, 

shelter as safe as pilgrims and merchants of 
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old might have found at the foot of the 
Castle of some robber Baron of the Rhine. 

Mothers warned their children not to enter 
it for fear of the snakes^ and in the seasons 
when blue-bells and butter-cups were the only 
hidden treasures they were obedient ; but the 
dread of neither cobra nor anaconda could 
have kept them out when sparrow's eggs were 
plenty, or when hazel nuts were ripe. 

Such was the wood, and such was the path 
that meandered through it; at one end of 
which path, at the entrance of the wood, half 
hidden by the drooping boughs, stood a youth 
and a maiden one glorious July evening. 

The one was Lara Brasdefer, the other 
Lily Wyvemay. Lara's horse stood beside 
him, the bridle hanging loosely over its young 
master's arm, while the other arm was en- 
twined round Lily's slender waist, and the 
dark locks of the young man were bent down 
till they almost mingled with the floating 
golden tresses of his fair companion. And 

VOL. L B 
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Lily, instead of saying, " remove your arm 
instantly, Mr, Brasdefer, or I shall acquaint 
Mammal'' as of course any young lady pos- 
sessing a properly regulated mind would have 
done in such a case, actually looked up and 
met Lara's passionate glance, with so trusting, 
sweet, and loving a gaze of her pure, clear, 
dove like eyes, that the said gifted and pattern 
yoimg ladies would have been very rightly 
shocked at her boldness, as I am sure her. 
Mamma, Lady Wyvemay, would have felt had 
she been present. 

But Lady Wyvemay was not present, and 
the yoimg lovers were unmolested and un- 
watched, save by the glowing evening sun, 
which gleamed like a bloody flag in the rich 
vestem sky, and threw a red lustre on the 
green branches of the wood and the pair that 
lingered at its edge, talking to each other in a 
low but fond and earnest tone. He lent a warm 
tinge to Lily's hair, he flimg a fiery light on 
her white brow, he painted a peach bloom on 
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her delicate cheek, he tried in vain to heighten 
the colour of her lips ; and then, as if his task 
was done, the sun gave one desperate plunge 
over the crest of the hillj and harried to 
drown himself in the purple seas. 

The tryste is over, the moment for parting 
arrived. A few brief, loving words, a closer 
pressure by Lara's arm of the Kttle waist he 
held prisoner, a half pouting half laughing 
struggle, terminating in the conquest of a kiss, 
and then lily tripped away like a fawn along 
her homeward path, ever and anon Icfoking 
back, and coquettishly waving her hand to 
Lara, Ts^ho stood gazing after her till the 
slendei form disappeared among the copses, 
and then mounting his horse rushed him at 
the stile, which the fine animal cleared like a 
deer, and gallopped across the meadows in 
the direction of the Cottage. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



The son of Rita and the daughter of Lady 
Wyvernay had known each other for six 
months, and had been ^" engaged " or troth 
plighted for more than half that time. They 
had met first near Falconbeck Hall, one 
wintry morning when Lily in fur boots and 
furred mantle was hastening through deep 
snow drifts and sweeping sleet, to carry some 
real relief to a sick Yillager, on whom her 
stately mother had refused to bestow an3rthing 
but a homoepathic quantity of some quack 
medicine, and a bimdle of tracts, which, how- 
ever pious and « awakening " they might be. 
failed to compose to sleep the restless invalid, 
or to soothe the tortured nerves to which rest 
and repose were denied. 
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They had heard of each other before, for 
both were beloved by the suffering peasantry 
of the district, and many, who might other- 
wise have perished, had been saved from want 
and sickness by their generous aid. Nor wag 
it alone for almsgiving that prayers, rude and 
untaught enough, but perhaps not the less 
efficacious on that account, were offered up for 
them in many a hut and hovel whose moulder- 
ing thatch scarcely fenced the cowering inmates 
from the driving rain. 

There are other modes of winning the hearts 
of the poor than the easy and indolent one of 
giving indiscriminately. Tliere was not a 
scarlet cloaked old dame that trudged wearily 
to market with her carefully packed basket of 
snowy eggs, not a child that trotted on her 
high pattens ( agile from practice as a dancing 
dervish, and all unconscious of the difficulty of 
the art) to school or field-work, not a toiling 
matron, pale of hue and thinly clad, for whom 
when she encountered them on the highroad,^ 
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lane, bridle-path, or foot-way, Lily Wyvemay 
had not a kind, friendly, and cheering word^ 
spoken with a smile that dwelt in the minds of 
those on whom it fell — all rou^ and ignorant 
as they were — ^like a beam of glory flmig 
from the radiant wing of a hovering angel. 

Lara was a favorite too among the simple 
race who dwelt aronnd the forest. Never 
harsh, cold, or haughty, yet never forgetting 
the superiority of his own rank and education, 
so far as to allow his good-humoured inter- 
course with the peasantry to degenerate into 
imdue familiarity ; he was as much beloved for 
the Sunk and gentle affability of his manners 
as for his kindness to those crushed by the over^ 
whelming pressure of sickness and misfortune. 

The poor and the rich are severed as much 
in joy and in sorrow as the natives of the 
tropics from the inhabitants of everlasting 
mow; they are as remote in their very pas- 
times and pleasures from each other as the 
grim scalp dance of the savage Bed Indian is 
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from the gazelle-like and voluptuous move- 
ments of the Nauche giil. Perhaps there is 
no single sport in which the wealthy and what 
Eugene Sue calls "the disinherited classes " can 
mingle and unite with the exception of cricket- 
Cricket, that manly and bold old Saxon garnet 
incomprehensible though it might be to the 
Duchesse de Bern, is the sole disport left 
uncensured to the peasantry of once merry 
England, and above all the only one in which 
the lord of the land and the tiller of the soil 
can join without degradation on the one han4 
or presumption on the other. Even when the 
Sabbath bell calls the sons and daughters oi 
toil to pray beneath the same roof that shelters 
those of a distinct and higher caste, there is 
no equility. The oaken bench, the chilly aisle, 
the seats hiding as if ashamed behind the 
pulpit, are the sole accommodation provided for 
the poor man, even in the temple of that God 
who is " no re-pecter of persons," w^hile stove 
warmed pews, luxurious cushions, soft hassocks, 
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and a gaudy footman to bear the bag of gilded 
prayer books, prove that the squire and my 
lord cannot even on their knees forget the 
strawberry leaf and the shield of arms. 

But in cricket, honest jovial cricket, there 
are no distinctions, no anomalies. There is 
no more deference shown to superior rank 
there than the most inveterate leveller would 
desire. Sir Harry does not deem it infra dig 
to " give a ball " to Thomas the ploughm^i, 
while Dick the carter may " stump out " the 
son of a peer and the future lord of the 
district, if he does not clear the space between 
the wickets rapidly enough. Let it be said to 
the praise of cricket that it brings the peasant 
and the noble together, that it teaches them 
to like and respect one another, and let it be 
remembered that man's mind is so curiously 
constituted that one hearty laugh, one half- 
hour of genuine amusement will often lay the 
foundation of a firmer attachment than years 
of cold and methodical good offices, in which 
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there is nothing to touch the imagination or 
stunulate the fancy. Lara played cricket well 
and would sooner have missed a hunting day 
when the hounds were to try the great gorse 
covers of Branscombe Downs, where foxes 
were as plenty as salmon at Groves' shop, or 
at the falls of Erbystoe, than have failed to 
make one of an " eleven " on some neighbour- 
ing villlage green twice a week in summer. It 
is true Sir Amaury Bras defer frowned on this 
amusement, as he did on most things, and that 
when the Baronet's tall chesnut appeared on 
the sceae of action men and boys would snatch 
up stumps, bat and ball, and flee away like 
guilty things. 

Lily had always shrunk from the dull 
society of the county magnates at whose fiigid 
and heavy dinnor partios s^ie was occa^fioually 
compelled to be an unwilling Liiest. These 
sombre festivities where tlie convives and the 
conversation were exactly of a pi^ce with the 
massy plate, and the ponderous furniture, the 
periwigged portraits frowning from the walls^. 
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threw a gloomy shadow over her young 
fancy. The slow movements and cumbrons 
manoeuvres of the awkward country servants, 
the dishes that aspired to be French and 
where merely unwholesome, the formal dis-. 
course and chilly politeness that reigned 
around the board, did not make the festival 
more welcome to the gentle Lily, 

And then that awful hour in the haunted 
drawing room, where the turbaned and satin 
robed dames sat in solemn divans on the so&s 
and debated about schools and village politics 
with all the gravity of an Indian Durbar ! How 
poor Lily used to glide like a quiet white 
muslined sprite from table to table, from 
ottoman to cabinet, turning over Books of 
Beauty, opening portfolios of drawing, and 
forgetting the prosing dowagers and the sprink- 
ling of plump and silent misses as she gazed 
on the glorious views of the glassy Mediter- 
ranean and the crags and towers of the 
Bhine. 
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It was not ^ very pleasant change for Lily 
when the gentlemen came " fix)m hall to 
bower." 

Few of the elder squires could talk of any- 
thing but bulls and boars, the prevalence of 
poaching and the decrease of partridges, the 
superabundance of peasants and the scarcity 
of pheasants. Of the few who had in a little 
higher degree the gift of conversation, fewer 
still ever condescended to talk to giiis, partly, 
from a belief that they were a species of 
animated wax dolls, pretty, but brainless es 
greyhounds, and partly because they had 
nevet discovered that their own daughters 
had anything whatsoever to say on any 
subject which evinced a particle of common 
sense. The younger men were willing enough 
to talk to her, but there was nothing either 
fascinating or pleasing in the truisms and 
platitudes with which they assailed her. 

Simpei ing curates, whose white cravats were 
miraculous triumphs of starch; youthful doctcTs 
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who talked and smelt of the surgery, as 
butchers of the elai^hter house; very young 
gentlemen who shot everything that came in 
their way during the holidays, and had nothing 
but these exploits, and fourth form anecdotes ol 
wit and humour to relate to her, with now and 
then a beardless ensign, callow as an unfledged 
gosling, were not exactly the style of heroes 
likely to touch the heart or fire the imagination 
of such a being as Lily Wyvemay. What a 
oontraat to them and such as they did Lara pre- 
sent, Lara, so noble, so graceM and so brave, 
in every glance of whose dark eyes dwelt a 
witchery tliat haunted her in her dreams; whose 
voice had a rich fulness in its tones that 
thrilled upon the throbbing ear in a liquid 
flood of fauy music, so soft and sweet, yet so 
impassioned and manly were its harmonious 
accents. To see him bendng over her as she 
sang and played, his black curls sweeping over 
his brow, his eye kindling, and the tell tale 
Mexican blood of his mother's ancestry 
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glowing in his face, as his fine voice mingled 
with her's in singing the wildly sweet words of 
some old English ballad, was a happiness 
that consoled the daugliter of Lady Wyvernay 
through many a weary hour. 

They met but rarely, for it was seldom that 
the Lady of Falconbeck allowed her daughter 
to go into society except under her own 
vigilant eye Sometimes however she was 
permitted to visit the wife of the good Vicar 
of Oakenhurst, and on these occasions Lara by 
some curious and inexplicable coincidence 
never failed to drop in. Lara was a fiivorite 
and a privileged visitor in most of the houses 
near his mother's cottage, and especially at 
Oakenhurst Vicarage, where the silver haired 
pastor and his good-natured simple family ever 
welcomed his Coming with unfeigned plea- 
sure. And when Lara and Lily met there in 
the long summer evenings, when the air was 
balmy and perfiimed, and all nature seemed 
to revel in the luxury of stillness, somehow or 
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Other first one and then the other of the good 
Vicar's daughters would slip noiselessly out of 
the twilight room, in whose cool bay window 
the lovers sat, until at last Mrs. Milders would 
gather up her knitting implements, ( good soul ! 
she made stockings fix)m one year's end to 
another, ) and trot away to [finish her task 
in the garden. And the lovers, left thus alone 
together, would faU into a dreamy forgetfulness 
of everything but their own love and warm- 
beatmg hearts, and talk on in half whispers, 
lily's ^IdThair gK-wfag richer and bZ-er 
in its hue as the dying light faded away, and 
Lara's full dark eyes deepening in their dusky 
lustre as the sun sank heavily down into the 
great sea. 

And how long they might have sat* thus 
Heaven knows! but for Fanny, that odious, 
punctual Fanny, who suddenly brought in 
candles and thoroughly dissolved the magic 
spell of the crfespuscule by making preparations 
for tea. Poor Fanny, steadiest and most 
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industrious of servants, pattern of housemaids, 
little didst thou guess how like the advent of 
a malign fairy was thy unwelcome apparition. 
But Fanny was not in love ; for fifteen years, 
since Giles Bashleigh, whom she jilted into a 
fit of juvenile coquetry, went for a soldier 
and was shot down behind a bush in C affile 
land, her heart had never throbbed in answer 
to the *^ Open, Sesam6 ! " of the tender 
pasfflon. 

It must not be supposed that Bita had kept 
her sou in ignorance of his descent and dsums, 
or that Lara had faUed to communicate this 
information to Idly. She had little reason to 
love Sir Amaury and she soon found what she 
heard a sufficient reason for regarding him that 
as much dislike and horror as her gentle nature 
would allow her to entertain for any body. She 
had always known Sir Amaury, to be a tyrant, 
and it was an additional claim to her bad 
opinion to learn that the despot was also a 
hypocrite and a robber. 
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CHAPTER Vn. 



^ Already arrived at tlto mitre 
Tm sure to get on in the Gliiiiehl"*(^|^bitl Song. 

On a raw unhealthy day early in Februaiy 
the Oxford term began. The venerable feoe- 
of Alma Mater did not by any means appear 
to smile on Lara Brasdefer, as, though wrapped 
in the thickest of great coats and muffled up 
in the warmest and brightest coloured of shawls, 
he stood shivering on the soppy pavement in 
front of the Star Hotel. 

Alma Mater looked gloomy certainly, and 
the omens were unpropitious enough to induce 
an auger to try his razor on his own trachea 
rather than a whetstone.. 
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The sky was like a sullen hued tomb, the 
dusky clouds, like sulky and passionate children, 
poured down showers of inky tears that fell 
thick and plashy on the muddy trottoir. Every- 
thing was weeping ; the quaint Bacchuses and 
jovial Silenuses, carved on the fronts of more 
than one ancient wooden house, all festooned 
with blushing grapes and riding on portly 
wine casks as they were, wept piteously ; the 
Martyr's Memorial, dripping with shiny rain- 
drops, had a wreath of fog like a halo around 
its summit, and seemed weeping too ; the very 
house-sparrows, cowering beneath the eave» 
and nestVing among cornices and capitals, 
crouched down with many a sad low twitter ; 
the street was a puddle of liquid mud, and the 
spouts were cascades. 

Lara had sallied out to see the town in 
whose " bowers of Academe " bowers or 
shades, I forget which, he was destined to pass 
the greater part of the next four years of his 
life, but the shade was so universal and the 
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sun SO utterly invisible that he shrank back in 
despair into the coffee room of the hotel. The 
coffee room, a large and handsome salky that is, 
large and handsome for an English Inn, 
though it would have been bitterly sneered at 
by the habitues of a Viennese Gast-Ho^ was 
empty, though a cheer&l fire was burning 
brightly in the grate, and a solemn and epis- 
copal looking waiter, watching its blaze as a 
Guebre might the sacred and eternal fire, came 
in every ten minutes with a cat-like, slipshod 
tread peculiar to his profession, and waving a 
perfectly unnecessary and meaningless napkin 
like a knight's pennon, poked the fire with 
amazing vehemence, and after rubbing his 
hands with an air of satisfaction, retired 
silently behind the huge Indian screen, like a 
tiger who has lunched retreating into his 
jungle. 

Lara tried to read one of the many papers 
that were strewed, like dry leaves in autumn, 
upon the little tables of the coffee room; he 
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listened mechanically to the dull ticking of the 
clock, and marked the monotonous swaying of 
its pendulum to and fro till he felt an almost 
uncontrollable wish to break it, or tie it up, or 
stop it somehow. Then he looked at the fire 
where little jets of dear gas flame came 
bubbling out of the black coals at the top, and 
strange caverns and vaults of heat and flame, 
white, yellow and red, were disclosed among 
the glowing masses that made the eye ache 
that looked upon them. He was driven to the 
window as a last resource, or a last but one, 
or two, or three, for it is wonderful how many 
last resources people generally find th^y have 
when they have worn out the old ones. The 
prospect was by no means of an exciting or 
fascinating character. 

It seldom is the case that on a wet day you 
can find much solace in the prospect from your 
window. Rain, mud, slush, umbrellas, ten 
of cotton for one of silk, pattens, nailed half 
boots, and clumping high-lows, clogs, cloaks 
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and great eoats, and above all, mnltitades of 
cAd women, which latter respectable section of 
the hmnan spedes are never so plentiful, 
like mother Carey's poultry, or those strange 
Uids, the ^^dmes damnh da Bosphore^^^ as in 
bad weather; bat wheth^ from an inherent 
perverseness and obstinacy, or from some 
pecoliarity in their idiosyncrasy it is difficult 
to detenmne. 

The Com Market Street of Oxford did not 
appear to Lara, th^ by any means a dazding 
panorama, and he turned to the bill of fere 
whidi lay on the table before hun, framed in 
black oak. A cai^^ though undoubtedly a use- 
ftd and admirable production in its way, does 
not belong to a very high order of literatur&, 
and in consequence, the legends that told (A 
ox-tail soup and fricandeauj mulligatawney and 
myr^me de volaiMe^ asparagus and pal^s de foie 
gras soon palled upon the taste of Lara's mental 
palate as much as the ^^taujours perdrix^ 
on the physical one of the sated epicure.. 
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There was nothing left but to stick pins in a 
chair after the fashion of sohtary prisoners in 
the Bastile, or to take refuge in his own 
thoughts, which to the majority of mankind is 
about as cheerful as taking refuge in the river 
Thames or the Queen's bench prison. 

His memory conjured up, as with the wave 
of a magician's wand, his mother's cottage, his 
parting scene, his farewell whisper to Lily at 
the Rectoif of Oakhurst the evening before 
his departure. And with the glamour of a 
young and ardent spirit, his fancy showed him, 
as in a mirror, a glittering pagaent of bright 
and happy future events, sparkling like the 
procession of Banquo's royal line. He had 
come up to Oxford ( why it is indispensable to 
come up to a University town from all points 
of the a)mpass, and never under any circum- 
stances whatsoever to go down to it, who shall 
say ? ) Ml of high hopes and high resolves to 
win for himself by his own unaided merit and 
powers, the rank and station denied him by 
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the injustice of his kinsman, and to gain a new 
and brilliant renown for the old name he bore, 
and which then he might share with Lily when 
the most envious should not dare to sneer at 
her choice of him. 

The badness of the weather, the gloom of the 
day, doubly gloomy as being the first of his 
presence in a strange place in whose hive of 
working bees and buzzing drones he had not a 
friend, could no more quench his Spirit than 
the pouring rain could extinguish the fire that 
crackled and blazed on the hearth. He was 
lost in a reverie when the solemn headwaiier, 
followed by a younger and more smirking 
subordinate, brought in his dinner, andsettmg 
down the soup-tureen on the table with a 
bang that threatened the destruction of the 
frail piece of upholsteiy, stirred the fire furious- 
ly, making a shower of hot ashes fly about the 
fender as if in terror at the unprovoked violence 
of the attack, and then whisked out of the 
room, leaving his deputy to wait upon Lara, 
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and to stare him out of countenance if 
possible. 

Lara's dinner was soon over, and as Le sat 
afterwards, absorbed in thought and forgetful 
of the dwarf decanter of thick cut glass, 
containing an inn pint of inn sherry that stood 
on the table, he was aroused from his medita- 
tions by the opening of the door and the 
entrance of two well dressed strangers, 
preceded, -accompanied, and followed by a 
troop of obsequious waiters, napkin in hand. 
The newcomers walked up to the table next to 
the fire-place, and having ordered a jug of 
mulled claret, stood warming themselves by its 
blaze and conversing in a low tone. Lara 
turned his eyes to the strangers, whom he did 
did not doubt to be University men, though 
neither wore the student's gown. One of 
them was a tall and powerful young man of 
some four or five and twenty, with a form at 
once elegant and strong, and a handsome, bold, 
thoroughbred fiice, whose short curling upper 
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lip, square brow, and flashing eye were best 
described by the one word, patrician. 

There was a pleasmg though in some 
measure a reckless smile about his lips, and 
his dress showy, and yet in good taste and 
perfect harmony of colour and design, suited 
the wearer well. His companion, who might 
have been two years younger, was slight and 
small, with a light complexion and colorless 
whiskers, while a profusion of fair, hair curled 
about his temples ; ^nd his blue eyes were so 
deeply set and so small that any attempt to 
fathom them would have been hopeless. 

Th'eie was a sircer about the mouth, very 
slight but repulsive enough when coupled with 
the cold sna]<y gliUx^r of llie cliilly eyes. His 
dress was veiy neat aii<l simple, being almost 
pmitaiiical in its ecclesiastical precision. The 
only ornament that twinkled on the formally 
cut vest of priestly black, was a plain gold 
tjhain, supporling a delicate Miiltese cross ; and 
a massive hoop of gold^ in which was set a large 
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dull opal, encircled one finger of the thin white 
hand. Ill assorted as this pair seemed to Lara 
to be, they were evidently on terms of intimacy 
as he could easily see by the tone and manner 
of their conversation. More than once he 
fancied they spoke of him, as he saw them 
glance towards the table where he . sat, and 
once he caught the word *"fresh'* pronounced 
by the younger gownsman, in a tone of 
contemptuous pity, and with a perceptible 
sneer. He started and looked up indignantly, 
but all traces of scorn had vanished from 
the face of the speaker, and nothing but 
blank good humour seenied to pervade his 
coimtenance. 

*^ Wliy should I not speak to these fellows?*' 
thought Lara; ^Mt is true, Mr. Selwjmne 
warned me that there was a strict etiquette 
to be observed in Oxford society, but I can 
scarcely be supposed to be one of the 
initiated.'* 

Then turning to the elder of the strangers 

VOL. I. r 
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he said with a smile, ^' A wet d^y, Sir ! if you 
have much of this weather at Oxford you 
you must find reading hut dull work.*' 

The gentleman addressed turned round 
and looked at Lara steadily, and with an 
expression of half incredulous wo'nder, and 
then burst into a fit of such hearty, genial, 
and astonishing laughter, that the glasses 
rattled on the side-board as if they too 
enjoyed the joke and were dancing an 
extemporaneous saraband of their own. His 
companion on the other hand favoured Lara 
with a cold stare, as if in doubt of his having 
spoken, and sat in his arm chair like a man 
of stone, provoking Lara much more by his 
disdainful nonchalance than the other by his 
uproarious merriment. 

" You seem to find my retiiark amusing. 
Sir;** said Lara, at length, half angrily, to the 
latter. 

^^ Amusing! is that all you call it? you 
want me to break a blood vessel by George I*' 
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and off he went again into a paroxysm of 
laughter that was all but hysterical. 

It was over soon, however, for seeing that 
Lara was really annoyed, he sprang up, 
shaking himself convulsively as the tears 
called up by his boisterous mirth stood in his 
eyes, and holding out his hand to Lara, said, 

" Forgive my rudeness, sir, and accept my 
apologies, pray. Nobody minds my ways 
who knows me, and I forgot you were a 
stranger, but really your remark and Wasp- 
brook's face were enough to make a saint 
laugh, and poor Douglas Dashberry is far 
from being a proper candidate for canon- 
isation. Gome, shake hands/* hecontinued^ 
" and sit down with us/' 

Lara was not proof against the genuine 
good-nature and frankness of this appeal, and 
in another moment he was seated at the table 
of his new acquaintance, and formally in** 
troduced to Mr. Edward Waspbrook, of the 
" House," as Dashberry styled it, a term utterly 
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unintelligible to Lara, who had never heard 
any place called ^^ the House " before, with the 
exception of a certain building at Westminster, 
where the business of governing the country- 
is facetiously supposed to be carried on. 

^^And what, may I ask,'' inquired Lara, 
half timidly, " was it that diverted you so very 
much in my question ? 

'* For asking which question, *' replied the 
other, '' I shall be eternally grateful to you ; 
first, because it has procured me the pleasure 
of your acquaintance ; secondly, because when 
a man feels hipped and moped on an infernal 
wet day like this, when the blues ride trium- 
phant, like so many old hags on broomsticks, 
any one who has the charity to make him laugh 
is a philanthropist worthy of a niche in Exeter 
Hall itself/' 

" But you don't tell me what amused you," 
said Lara with a smile. 

" Firstly," answered Dashberry, " I saw yon 
must be new to Oxford, or fresh as we call it, 
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or you never would have spoken without au 
introduction, which is the very University 
Shibboleth for any one under the degree of 
Tuft ; secondly, you asked me if I did not find 
reading dull work, it beiug well known to my 
intimate fiiends that my reading is almost as 
limited as a Mussulman's. My El Kitab, the 
Book, the Koran, being the Stud Book and 
Racing Calender, to which I add the Sporting 
Magazine, Harry Hieover's and Nimrod's works, 
and Delm6 Radcliffe's Noble Science." 

Then seeing Lara's look of wonder he con- 
tinued, "Don't you approve of my taste in 
literature, or, have you read much of Kadcliffe's 
writings?" 

**Mrs. Radcliffe's Romance," Lara began, 
but the other cut him short, 

" Not exactly ; I mean the master of the 
Herts Hunt. But perhaps my books have been 
sealed books to you, more's the pity ; you look 
fitter to switch a rasper or plimge through a 
bull-finch than to flounder among the Frogs of 
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AiistoplianeSy or to back the fkvourite in 
Terence/' 

" Some men hunt occasicMially, I believe, at 
Oxford;" said Lara, half doubtfully, half 
inquiringly. 

" I do at leafit,** said Dashbeny carelessly, 
as he rose and began drawing on his gloves. 

"Perhaps Mr. Brasdefer would like to go 
out with you to-morrow, for if I remanber 
rightly, Dashbeny, you told me the hounds met 
as near as Headington ;*' said Mr. Waspbroofc 
in a soft, gentle voice. 

" No nonsense, Waspbrook, we had enough 
of that work last week, when that yoimg ass 
Lord Aponnetyde, broke his collar bone and 
three ribs at Bicester. I wish I had never 
been persuaded to play chaperon to the poor 
boy, never out of his mother's nursery before. 
Well, there's Great Tom tolling at last. I'm 
booked for a wine party at Hawkhood's, and 
I must be off. Good bye, Mr. Brasdefer, IT! 
call on you the day after to-morrow. Where 
did you say you were, by the bye ?" 
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Lara mentioned St. Evangelist's College. 

" Ay, ay, well enough ! " muttered the 
gownsman, not so slow as I thought — somer^ 
thing in the Cambridge style, plenty of boxing 
and beer, with a tendency to dog-carts. I 
trembled lest you should tell me Dorchester, 
the commonest place to find a studious man ; 
awful gaol of a place, as many stories and 
steep stairs as an old house in Paris has, stiff 
Dons, slow imder-graduates, and a discipline 
very like La Trappe. A.u revoir^ un de ce& 
jours'^** and the gay fox hunter sauntered away, 
followed by hier friend Mr. Waspbrook, who 
only stopped to mention to him that he should 
have the happiness of calling on Lara as soon 
as he was settled in his rooms. 

Left alone, Lara took up a fresh newspaper 
which the; waiter had brought in, and seated 
himself in front of the fire. His eye lighted 
on the words "Oxford University," and he 
read with interest. A stone had just then been, 
dropped into the still pond of Oxford, credit,^ 
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and the croaking of its alarmed citizens was 
loud and shrill. . An under-graduate at 
Gloucester HaU, loaded and crushed by debts 
recklessly incurred, had received the friendly 
whitewash from the sympathetic brush of the 
Insolvent Court, and the journals were filled 
with complaints of the rapacity of University 
tradesmen and the gigantic rottenness of the 
system under which such abuses received 
encouragement instead of repression. 

The indignant phOlippics of the Commis- 
sioner, the stinging comments of the journals^ 
the many fresh cases, hushed up, so long as no 
encouragement existed for bringing them 
before the pubhc notice, which were unfolded 
by angry or sorrowful correspondents, seemed 
like so many strokes of the mattock against 
the grey monastic walls of the tottering edifice 
oi University Self-Govemment. 

Lara laid down the paper and walked up 
and down the room, until his attention was 
arrested by the si^t of an old and dusty book 
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"wMch lay in a comer of one of the window 
seats. Taking it up and turning over the 
leaves he saw that it had reference to Oxford 
life, but to the Oxford life of a much earlier 
and more primitive period. The book, printed 
some sixty years before, purported to be 
written by a father, a country rector of small 
means, who had brought up his only son, 
careftdly educated under the maternal eye, to 
become a member of the college of which his 
sire had been a pillar in yet earlier and 
cheaper days. The youth was left under the 
classic wing of Alma Mater, warmly and 
respectably clad in hodden-grey, with worsted 
stockings and steel shoe buckles, his head 
crammed with good advice and Latin, and 
three golden guineas bearing the impress of the 
august features of King George jingling in his 
purse, his rural parent deeming that sum a 
liberal amount of "pocket money," as he 
called it, and quite enough for the quarterly 
menu^ plaisirs of a young man. 



/ 
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We are never too old to learn, the proverb 
tells us, and a. lad of eighteen from the country 
usually furnishes an apt illustration of its 
pithy truth, when circumstanjces combine to 
fling him into the society of fast gentlemen. In 
the course of three months the worthy pastor 
pays his son an unlooked for visit at his rooms, 
and hearing from the scout that he is absent, 
sits down to await his return. In Jia^lf an hour 
the docile and innocent country boy rpels in, 
]f)ooted and spurred, and attired in a scarlet 
hunting icoat, singing and swearing with an 
ea£iy abandon, and, we need hardly say, in ^ 
^orious state of intoxication. The scene tha|; 
ensued must be left to the reader's imagination, 
and it was followed by the discovery that the 
youth, finding wine, fashionable clothes, and 
the hire of horse-flesh, beyond the limits of a 
quarterly three guineas, had incurred debts to 
the amount of fifty or sixty more, ^ sum which, 
moderate enough in our times, seemed of over- 
whelming magnitude to the quiet parson, 
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TidiOj having paid the creditors and vainly- 
remonstrated with the tutor, left Oxford withi 
his son next day, with a heavy heart and by- 
BO means a heavy pocket. 

" I see this writer talks about the good old 
tames;" said Lara, to himself, "the good old 
times when young men were studious and not 
extravagant, wJien students lived plainly ^aad. 
toiled hard by the ^midnight lamp,' (I wonder, 
by the bye^ why they never had a candle), 
" when: tutors were strict and statutes were: 
obeyed. Heigho ! I believe the truth of it tO; 
be, that when people grow old they forget the^ 
feelings and impulses of their own youth and. 
expect to find aged heads on the young 
shoulders of their sons.. Yet youth is what, 
it has ever been, the spring-time of life, the; 
fountain of early freshness that cannot be; 
sealed up by aU the laws that were ever made* 
by those who having outlived the fire of theic' 
own early years would grudge a spark of it tQ> 
theic descendants. Well 1 " — 
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What Lara would have gone on to say 
must remam a mystery, for a terrific rattling 
of flat brass candlesticks, and a most aw&l 
yavna fix)m the drowsy waiter, who had 
practised the art of yawning, in the hope of 
determining late sitters-up to go to bed by its 
somniferous contagion, warned him to take a^ 
light and retire to his chamber for the night. 
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CHAPTEK Vm, 



At eleven the next morning Lara, who had 
previously rambled through Christchurfth 
meadows and strolled along the margin of the 
gparHing river, rippled by the strong wind 
that drove the clouds along , as the whip of a 
Pampas or Australian herdsman does the 
crowds of savage cattle, entered the gates of 
St. Evangelist's College, and inquired of the 
wrinMed porter the way to the rooms of the 
senior tutor and lecturer. Having crossed the* 
quadrangle and entered a low portal, not 
without a throbbing of the heart and a tiagling 
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of the nerves, lie found himself on a landing* 
place with a door immediately fronting him 
which bore in white letters the name of the 
tutor. Lara thought it ought to have been 
written in letters of gold. A dirty and slipshod 
scout who. was washing teacupa outside, inform- 
ed him that Mr. Buckey was at home, and he 
knocked^ at first timidly, then louder. 

" Come in," said a voice in. peevish accents,, 
and Lara entered^ and found, himself in a long 
low room, which was nearly fiUed by a long 
table covered with gc^en baize, and a double- 
row of cane bottomed chairs in various stages, 
(rf dilapidation.. The Rev. 'Mr. Buckey,. 
tutor and fellow of St. Evangelist's College,, 
was a very different looking man. fi'om the 
Johnsonian personage that Lara had imagined 
him. A tall and corpulent man, partly bald,, 
widi what was once a well made figure, and 
an almost studied untidiness of apparel, met 
the eye of the young student. An old tartan 
shooting jacket, stained and torn,, ragged 
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efbows, old black trousers, rusty and patched, 
a waistcoat nearly buttonless, slipp.ers, dirty 
white stockings, unbrushed hair, a shirt of 
three days' date, a gigantic collar, and tumbled 
neck cloth, made up the portrait of this 
instructor of youth. La<ra iuvoluntapily glanced 
round the apartment. A dozen greasy books^. 
dogsrcared and battered, two fowKng pieces, a 
rifle, a pair of pistols, a flute, a flybook, a 
fishing rod, and a meerschaum^ seemed to be- 
the only ornaments of the room,, save a most 
superb African parrot,, grey, with a flaming red 
tail, who packed the gilded wires of ^ splendid 
cage, and a stately black eagle, who stood 
chained in a corner of the room. This eagle- 
waa the chief pet and pride of Mr. Buqkey ;, 
he admired it as much as the Aztecs of Mexica 
did that of Montezuma, 

It was a sure passport to the tutor's. 
good graces to praise tho beauty of this bird, 
and every prudent gownsi^ian dragged in an 
eagle, as an example, in his logic lectures, as 
often as possible. 
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'Mr. Buckey was evidently a confirmed old 
bachelor; indolent, listless, slovenly, easy 
tempered, his godd himiour was genuine, his 
peevishness acquired. His habits of careless- 
ne-ss and inattention to dress were so deeply 
rooted and weU known, that it was only on 
Conunemoration Day, or at Kesponsions ( Mr. 
Buckey was a most learned scholar, and one 
of the University Examiners, ) that he could 
be prevailed upon to appear respectably attired 
in the Schools and Theatre. 

He was a keen and skilful sportsman, his 
habitual sloth being no match for his strong 
love of fishing and shooting, and there was 
a tale told now and then, over the very parti- 
cular old port in the Common Room, of a long 
engagement between the tutor and some very 
pretty but portionless girl, who was half 
frightened, half cajoled by her mother into 
marrying a feeble old lord with a very black 
wig and rouged cheeks, and who afterwards 
visited Paris and Naples tviih the Honorable 
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Captain Fitz Biggewigge, and without her 
husband. 

"How do you do?" said Mr. Buckey, 
stopping in his walk up and down the room, 
"how do you do?" 

Lara told his name. 

" Ay ! ay 1 " said the tutor, " I heard but 
yesterday from my old and dear friend Mr. 
Selwynne, who begged me to shew you every 
attention in my power. Pray sit down. When 
did you arrive ? " 

Lara mentioned the afternoon of the pre- 
ceding day. 

" To be sure, to be sure ;" said Mr. Buckey, 
"and you know what you have to do I 
suppose. If not, TU tell you. Tou must leave 
a card on the Provost, go to the Bursar to 
speak aboat rooms, and to the Dean to appoint 
your lectures. There will be an examination 
just as a matter of form, and then you must go 
before the Vice-Chancellor to be matriculated. 
You will be required to take the Oath of 
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Allegiance, to subscribe to the Thirty Nine 
Articles, (and mind you don^t ask as a young 
fieahman once did, how much the subscription 
is to be) and to swear to observe the Univer- 
sity Statutes, all equally matters of form, if 
vou knew it." 

The tutor paced twice the length of the 
room, and then turning to Lara said, ^ I like 
your looks, I tell you frankly, Mr. Brasdefer, 
and my friend Selwynne writes of you in. terma 
of commendation that I am sure you must de- 
serve. No one without merit could win the 
praise of such a man as Sdwynne, whpse j»dg^ 
ment is as dear as his heart is good. I will 
venture then to give you counsel that I could not 
give to any other young man in the college — 
that is," he continued with so melancholy a smile 
that it made Lara's heart achcj ^ if you will 
accept advice from sux;h a miserable worn out 
wreck as myself, stranded hio;h and dry on the 
shores of the tide of life; I was not alwavsi^ 
wliat I am nowj Mr. Brasdofei', and I miglit 
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fcave been a happier man if I had never seeni 

.. ^ but no matter, I only meant to say that 

I looked forward for a more cheerful home for- 
my age than this dull room can afford, and 
a more useful and nobler career in life than that 
of a college tutor. But why should I grumble, 
when so many better men are worse- off than I. 
Look on me, Mxi Brasdefer^ and let me be a 
warning to you not to fall into the Charybdis . 
of hermit-like and withered studiousness on. 
the one han^ while on the other, if you use* 
your eyes you cannot fail to see beacons enough 
to point out the Scylla of debauchery and 
ruin. As I live> I do not know whether mart 
is more warped and perverted fcopi his natural 
mission when* he plunges into riot and excess 
than when he shrouds himself in cloistered 
gloom and wastes his energies and heart's blood 
in unprofitable and sterile labours. The dusty 
volume read at midnight is a greater ossifier or 
the heart, a greater incentive to selfishness, than, 
the. brimming wine cup. There are many q£ 
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US here, Mr. Brasdefer, even of us who feed 
aud fatten on the corruption and rottenness of 
the University system, by which we gain our 
bread, who loathe and despise ourselves for 
our passive aid in perpetuating the reign of 
ignorance and error. Even I, a mere hack, 
worn out and wearied, blush when I think of 
the glorious rays of light, the light of science 
and knowledge, which this University and its 
Sister might diffuse around them, were but the 
absurd principle of their irresponsibility for ever 
set aside by the decree of common sense. 

" When I think of the pious and noble foun- 
ders whose princely bequests raised the massive 
waUs of these huge stone palaces, and see how 
the vast sums they gave ; enough, if the original 
intention of the givers had been carried out in 
the spirit, and not according to the letter, to 
educate and maintain thousands of the youth 
of England, whose poverty alone bars their way 
to learning and advancement, and to help the 
progress of civilization instead of retarding it ; 
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and yet when I see these mighty revenues 
squandered in mismanagement, or expended 
in pampering a few monkish drones, even I, 
who live by this injustice, feel a thrill of indig- 
nation. Would that the People of England 
would for once exert the power of their just 
will, and destroy the mouldering battlements 
of traditional corruption by which these Insti- 
tutions are environed, even though I were 
crushed beneath the ruins." 

The tutor had been speaking with warmth 
and energy, and his face was flushed. 

" For my very life, Mr.Brasdefer," he con- 
tinued more mildly, ** I could not have helped 
saying what I did say, and it is lucky no ears 
but yours heard me. If you ask me why I do 
not stand forth to denounce the monstrous 
abuses of which I speak, my answer is brief but 
humiliating. I dare not. I know too well how 
Alma Mater deals with her rebellious children ; 
I know too well what a cloud of hornets I 
should bring about my head, and, besides, what 
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Hjould I do ? Believe me a college tutor is 
usually too friendless too much isolated from 
the great world, to be able to denounce any, 
malpractices in his hiVe without being stung to 
death by the alarmed swarm. Some day a 
fitter champion will arise. Let us talk of this 
mo more,** 

'" What a beautifiil parrot, ^' said Lara, 
turning away his head to hide the emotion the 
tutor's words had raised within his bosom. 

" Ah, a great friend of mine is poor BoUy ;'* 
said Mr. Buckey with a sickly smUe, " she 
talks to me when we are alone \mtil I almost 
fancy the notes are the shrill clear tones of a 
woman, and she whistles and sings, to be sure 
she screams sometimes, but I set that down as 
a mild substitute for a scolding wifa I thought 
of a macaw once, but they squall so horribly^ 
that it would not have been fair. Every ter- 
magant is not an absolute Xantippe, after all.** 

"And your eagle, too," said Lara, "what a 
magnificent fellow. How did you tame him ? *' 
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** He was a present from a young Irishman 
here, who has a fine property in Connaught^ 
producing plenty of moor game and pheasants, 
but very little of anything else. I have shot 
grouse on his mountains for two seasons, and 
last year he gave me this bird which was taken 
on his land when very young* You wonder, 
I dare say, what a roUockmg young Irish squire 
could find to like in such a stupid old fellow 
as I am ; but I believe the truth to be that I 
was an easy-going tutor to him, and never 
missed liim at lecture when he was otherwise 
employed" 

" You are a great sportsman, I presume,'' 
said Lara, glancing at the hunting gear that 
formed the decorations of the apartments* 

** It is the sole thing left to me in wbich I 
can take the smallest interest," said the tutor. 
" I went to Norway last long vacation, and tried 
Denmark on mytetum. I should not be surpris- 
ed to see the Skager Rack again before I die. 
Look at my trophy," he went on, drawing 
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aside a red curtain and disclosing a pile of 
dressed skins, in which the grey coat of the 
wolf contrasted with the rich glossy fiir of the 
bear, and the more delicate coverings of the 
ermine, the lemming, and the Arctic fox. A 
pair of magnificent antlers, decking the broad 
shaggy fix)nt]et of a most stately elk, rose 
towering with their massive and twistedbranches 
above the trophy like the crested helmet of a 
warrior smmonnting a pile of his armour. 

"AH these spolia opima dropped to my own 
gmi,*' said the tutor proudly, *' to say nothing 
of the salmon and grouse, ptarmigan and 
oapercali, which were only fit to finnish forth 
a dinner table. But I see one crossing the 
quadrangle hitherwards, whom I must ask to 
examine you in a book or two. I have an 
appointment with the senior proctor, or I 
would do it myselfi but Cresses will fiilfil the 
task can amore^ and go with you afterwards to 
the Vice-Chancellor. When you come back 
you must call on the Burser." 
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Almost immediately afterwards a halting 
and feeble tread was heard ascending the 
stairs, a tap sounded on the door, and a man 
in a cap and gown, very much bowed and bent 
as if under the weight of years or suffering, his 
head prematurely bald, and his spectacled fexje 
affording a remarkable resemblance to the 
lineaments of Tom Finch^ a likeness made 
more striking by the low and dusty shoes and 
white stockings he wore, entered the room. 

The Keverend Eichard Cresses was a 
remarkable man, and as remarkable a specimen 
of the ripening and fostering effects produced 
by the University System, under the most * 
favourable circumstances and assisted by im- 
common -studix^usness and rare application. 
Prizes and honours had fallen plentifully to the 
lot oi the Eeverend Eichard Cresses, unenvied 
and imgrudged by his rivals, since the most 
fipitefiil of his competitors could not but own 
his immeasurable supeiiority. The highest dis- 
tinction Alma Mater could confer, the most 

VOL. I. Q 
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glittering wreath tlie fingers of the dasssic 
muses could twine, graced his bald brows ; he 
became a Double First His scholarly ambition 
was gratified. But he had then to experience 
the bitter truth that improfitable knowledge — 
learning that leads to no result — is as worthless 
to the possessor and his fellow creatures, as the 
buried and forgotten hoard of the dead miser. 
Intellectual treasures enough were the lot of 
Mr. Cresses to have made his name loved and 
honoured by thousands, had he but had the 
power to expend their stores in behalf of his 
suffering race; but they lay, useless and hidden 
like the diamond vainly sparkling in the depths 
of the undiscovered mine. Men inferior to him 
in every quality of mind and heart became 
prelates and statesmen ; the mitre and the 
coronet shone on far lowli^ and meaner brows; 
but there was no resource for him but to teach 
the unprofitable lore which he himself had alone 
acquired. Ignorant of the world and its ways 
as a child, but the most profound scholar pro- 
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bably that Oxford held, the Reverend Ric^hard 
Cresses became a college tutor. livings drop- 
ped in, but he never accepted one. How 
should he, the learned Grecian, yet most help- 
less parson, preach to simple country folks ? 

He lived on from habit, in his college, on the 
same principle that the old prisoners dung to 
the shattered walls of the falling Bastile. No 
one could hear him lecture on any poet, any 
historian, any logician, without a feeling of ad- 
Doiration, painM or curious. Wonderful learn- 
ing and scholarly eathusiasm, the glowing 
fancy of a poet, a warm, vivid, and gorgeous 
eloquence, that turned all it touched into gold, 
were united in him, with a clear, sound, logical 
judgment, and a grasp and power of memory 
unrivalled by any. Yet this gifted being was 
awkward, shy, diffident, and absurd, to a degree 
that, combined with his helpless simplicity, 
made him the scorn and laughing stock of the 
young men to whom he might have been almost 
a demi-god. Poor " Dickey Cresses " was the 

G 2 
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butt of every half-fledged stripling. Such was 
the beingy who with an awkward bow to Mr. 
Buckey as he left the room^ shambled up to 
Lara, sat down, and blushing and stammering 
like a frightened school girl, took up a Horace 
and plunged into its glorious pages with a force 
of imagination and language never surpassed. 



^ 
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CHAPTER IX. 

At two o'clock Lara, accompanied by Mr. 
Cresses,, entered the library erf the Vice Chan- 
cellor, and found that dignitary, with Mr. 
Buckey, arrayed in full academicals and pre- 
pared to receive them. Lara had donned cap,, 
gown, and band, by Mr. Cresses' instruction,, 
and he was graciously received by the colle- 
giate Viceroy. 

*^Hum — ^hum !" said the Chancellor. "Mr. 
Brasdefer — Christian name, Lara — baptismal 
certificate — ^hum ! bom beyond seas — ^hum — - 
hum ! St. Evangelist's College — Armigeri 
films, or Generosi filius^^d you say, Mr. Buckey J 
Qh ! A rm. FU. two pounds higher fees to pay 
— ^hum — ^hope you understand that, young 



126 FALCONBECK HALL. 

gentleman. — ^Ah ! how do you do^ Mr. 
Potter ?" 

Mr. Potter^ the Bursar of St. Evangelist's 
College, had glided into the room while the 
Chancellor was speaking. He was a pleasant- 
looking little man^ with a head bald as a shot 
and round as a bullet^ green spectacles^ black 
eyes with a merry twinkle in them, and very 
much the air of a banker well to do in the 
world. fc 

'*Now then," said the Chancellor, *'Mr* 
Cresses, you can vouch for the proficiency 
in classical learning attained by the candi- 
date ?" 

** Yes, Mr. Vice, I can," replied Mr. Cresses, 
earnestly ; ^ I have examined him in Horace, 
Terence, and iEschylus, and have besides made 
made him render into Latin, without the aid 
of A dictionary, Addison's papers on the ma« 
teriality of colours and sounds." 

*'Gluite sufficient," answered the Chancellor* 
with a scarcely perceptible smile ; ^^ and n^ow 
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to business. Mr. Brasdefer, you will now 
proceed to swear allegiance to Her Majesty, 
and obedience to the statutes of this Univer- 
sity/* 

This was soon done. 

^^Now/' continued the Vice Chancellor, 
" I must call upon you to sign the Thirty- 
Nine Articles, just as a matter of form. You 
may, perhaps, have scruples of conscience. 
Tract no go, and so on — ^never mind — it's 
only a matter of form — ^You need'nt beUeve 
ia them.** 

** That will do,** said the Chancellor, when 
the last imposing ceremony had been gone 
through ; " now, Mr. Brasdefer, you will pay 
your fees to the university and your college,^ 
and you will deposit five-and-twenty pounds, 
as ' caution money,* with Mr. Bursar there, 
which will be returned on your quitting the: 
University.** 

*^ That is to say, if they do not make you 
^ve it to the college to buy plate with, as ninfij 
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times out of ten they do/' Tvhispered Mr. 
Buckey in Lara's ear as he paid the money to 
the Bursar. 

^^That is aU, I thmk, Mr. Vice?" said Mr. 
Buckey aloud. 

" Certainly," said the Chancellor, in reply. 

** Good bye, Mr. Brasdefer. Stay ; I wish 
to make you a present of this little book ; 
it contains the University statutes in Latin. 
Read it carefully. Good day." And Lara 
found himself in the street, walking beside 
Mr. Buckey, in the direction of St Evange- 
lisfs. 

*^ I must show you your rooms," said the 
tutor, as they crossed the quadrangle, ^^ and 
put you in possession." 

Under Mr. Buckey's guidance I^ara dived 
beneath a low archway of mossy stone, climbed 
a st^ep and dirty stair, and entered a corridor 
damp and dismal as a grave. Suddenly they 
came to a halt, in consequence of finding the 
entire passage filled up by the form of a verj 
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bulky man^ who, cap in hand^ was saluting 
them with a series of grotesque reverences. 

*' What;j Peter ! id that you ?'* exclaimed 
Lara's mentor. 

^^ Yes, Mr. Buckey, sir/' replied the man, 
as after several vain attempts to flatten him- 
self like a crushed hat (a pancake is the stock 
simile for platitude, so 1 won't use it) against 
the wall, and so wriggle his way past them, 
he retreated into a comer half filled with 
heartlx brooms and birch besoms. 

^^This is Mr. Brasdefer, Peter, who. is to 
occupy Mr. Roll's rooms," said Mr. Buckey. 

Peter produced a latch key with great 
alacrity, and a door of enormeu? thickness 
and strength was whisked open a? if by magic, 
as also was a smaller door within. 

^^ This we call ^ the oak,' Mr, Brasdefer," 
said the tutor, pointing to the solid portal ;. 
" if it were not for this— which reading men^ 
and, I am sorry to say, men in debt keep con* 
stantly closed,— few quiet persons would be^ 
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able to exist in our noisier and more riotous 
colleges ; and even these strong oaken d oors, 
which are fastened at night by the studious 
and unpopular with as much care as the draw- 
bridges are raised in a beleagured fortress, are 
often found too weak to resist the hatchets and 
coal-hammers of the besiegers." 

Lara wondered at this announcement, but 
asked no explanation, and the party now found 
themselves in a long low room, furnished very 
much in the same style as the parlour of a sea- 
side lodging-houBe, but in a most dilapidated 
condition, every rickety table, every bruised 
chair, every inch of die frayed carpet, aud every 
sheet of the ink-stained paper of the walls 
attesting the uproarious propensities of the 
former tenant. There was a small inner den, 
in which was a bed of about the size beds 
usually are in Germany, a chest of drawers, 
and a three-legged washhand-stand. 

" Oh," said Mr. Buckey, ** this is the fiirni- 
$ure, is it, Peter ?* 
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*♦ Yes, Mr. Buckey, sir," replied the scout,, 
^ as Mr. Rolls left it, sir," 

The tutor observed Lara's face of dismay 
a@ he looked round the apartment. 

" This is not a very tempting suitey I will 
confess," said he, " but you will soon discover 
that there is as much difference between the 
accommodation and the prices paid for it, by 
undergraduates at Oxford, as there is betweeif 
a house in Belgravia and a house in Blooms- 
bury.-. I could show you some gownsmen's 
rooms that a duchess might inhabit, and some 
to which this would be a palace. However, 
you will have it at a most moderate rent, for 
about two guineas a term in fact, and I can 
promise, that at the first vaxjancy, you shaU be 
more comfortable^ Now, Peter," continued 
Mr. Buckey, " has the appraiser set a valuation, 
on the ftirniture V^ 

"Yes, su-r replied Peter; "Mr. Bursar 
gave me this," producing a paper, "andhetoldi 
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me to beg Mr, Brasdefer to send him the- 
money by to-morrow morning. 

The tutor, taking the paper, glanced his eye 
over it, while Lara, having surveyed the apart- 
ment and the tiny bed-chamber beyond, turned 
his attention to the scout who stood by, with his 
round doth cap in his hand. Peter was a man 
of perhaps somefifty-six years, with a few locks 
o gray curling about a bullet head, a set of huge, 
good-humoured features, a form absolutely sphe- 
iical,and so immense and unconscionable ashaxe 
of fat that his gait and motions were as clumsy as 
the most unwieldy of hippopotami. His dress 
was a complete suit of black, with a white 
neck-doth, much neater and more derical than 
the attire of the Sever^id Mr. Buekey, and his 
whole air was that of a dean's or bishop's 
butler, who would not have had mudi difficulty 
in personating, on a pinch, the ecdesiastical 
dignitary himself. 

Never did a servant, Mr. Littimer excepted,^ 
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look SO thoroughly respectable ; never waa^ 
a domestic, though the parallel no longer 
holds good, more absolutely honest and trust- 
worthy. As Lara looked with some amaze- 
ment at his corpulent attendant, (for the 
name of scout conjured up visions of some light 
and active page or valet, Fridolin, I^Figaro, or 
Scapin,) a sharp succession of knocks, struck 
very hard by some exceedingly bony knuckles, 
on the door, caused it to be opened by the* 
ready Peter, and in bounced a gentleman in a 
cap and gown and a great hurry, who bowed 
to Mr. Buckey, and nodded to Lara with a 
hasty and impatient action which seemed, 
habitual. 

" Good afternoon, Mr. Dean," said the tutor 
The Dean of St. Evangelist's .was a wiry, 
dark complexioned man, with the air of a cross 
between a Spanish inquisitor and an English 
detective. Nature had intended him for a 
police officer of some kind, and his constant 
hope by day and dream by night was to be a 
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proctor* He hastily drew out a paper and: 
gave it to Lara, telling him that his lectures 
were therein sat down, ijifornied him that the 
g^tes' were locked at nine o'clock, thfit he must 
keep nine chapels a week, and never be seen 
abroad but in academicala; and after asking 
Mr. Buckey to attend a common room coimcil 
which was to be held upon a Bible cl0rk for 
walking over the college grass plot, jerked out: 
of the room and hurried down stairs. 

Mr. Buc^$y and Lara separs^ed at the foot of 
the Qtaircase, the tutor^s last words being, — ." I 
cannot compliment you on your lodging, but 
you have a jewel of a scout in old Peter. I am. 
sure he is th^^only honest man out of the wholej 
gang of thieves.^' 
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CHAPTER X. 

The day following that of his matriculiatioib 
Lara rambled for some hours along the^ 
Isis, and on his return he found on his 
table two cards, inscribed respectively, '^Sir 
Douglas Dashberry, Ch. Ch." and "Mr. E. 
Waspbrook, Ch. Ch." No member of his 
college had called upon him^ and he resolved 
to glean some information from old Peter, the- 
corpulent scout, respecting college rules and 
university regulations. The intelligence he 
acquired from this source surprised him greatly^ 
and he pondered more on the original intentions 
of the founders, and the manner in which those 
intentions were carried out, than most under- 
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graduates or graduates dther ever do. Ke- 
saw from all lie read and heard, tliat tlie chief 
object of tlie tmiveraity magnates was to check 
aU ctniositv, to baffle aU enquiiy, with respect 
to the mauagemeut of utuveSty afeirs and 
eollegiate property^ and that evay artifice tliat 
sordid cuimmg and cupidity could suggest was 
resorted to, to keep the world in the dark 
about all that concerned the ancient seats of 
learning ; and that a cloud of obscure tradition 
and antique prejudice was wrapped around 
them, impalpable to oidinary eyes as the mist 
that hid the flavored heroes of the Trojan war 
from the glance of deities and men. 

"It 13 strange/^ thoughtLara, "that such things 
should be carried on with impunity, that these 
men, the mere stewards of the country, the ser- 
vants of this ^eat nation, should be permitted 
to ignore the mighty march of civilisation and 
knowledge, and to frown at the dissemination 
of all instruction but the quaint and musty 
phraseology of the mouldering schools. It 
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they wa:e dealt with as rigorously, accordii^ 
to rule and measure, ta prescription uninter- 
preted by reason, as they deal with the youth 
of England, their sinecure pensions would be 
paid without reference to the enormous dif- 
ference of the value ot money in these time&- 
and those- of the Middle Ages*'* 

!Lara was still more confirmed m thiis idea 
when he had puzzled through the crabbed and 
monkish Latin of the book of statutes with which 
the Vice Chancellor had presented him. He 
soon foimd that the laws of this code, tyrannical, 
absurd, and- unjust as they were^ which referred 
ta the discipline and subjection of the students^, 
were completely abrogated and annulled by 
the viewless but irresistible force of public 
opinion, while the statutes not directly trench- 
ing upon the comfort and freedom of the 
subaltern gownsmen, but yet of the most inju- 
rious effect to the utility and well-being of the 
University, were retained unaltered and intact. 

So the day wore on till six Q'clock arrived,. 
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and mth it dinner-time. Putting on his gown^ 
Lara sallied forth and found the cloister 
thronged and the buttery hatch beseiged by a 
swarm of impatient gownsmen, while the nu- 
merous white-capped and white-aproned cooks 
bustled busily about, the cA^/^ standing haughtily 
apart with folded arms, like a warrior who has 
achieved a triumph and stands in lone dignity 
to contemplate its fruits; and a culinary stentor 
presenting a long bill of fare to each hungry 
UBidergraduate in turn roared out to the butler^j 
^*Mr, Hastie^ roast turkey, macaroni, celery j 
Mr. Gobble, sucking-pig, boiled fowl, plum- 
pudding ; Mr. Starveling, a mutton-chop ; Mr. 
Sapper, Maintenon cutlets, wild duck, and an 
omelette/' 

Entering the great hall he remained like 
the others standing, until a very nervous in- 
dividual had gabbled over an almost inter- 
minable Latin grace, to which nobody paid the 
slightest attention, except the Dean, who re- 
peated thQ responses in a voice of thuAd^^ 
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wliicli made the ceremony seem a great deal 
more like an anathema than asking a blessing. 
Then the fellows were marched in great state 
up to their exclusive table, which blazed with 
a great quantity of splendid silver plate, and 
the gownsmen took their places, while the 
bustling waiters flew about like sprites on Hal- 
low'een. Lara was astonished at the quantities 
of massive and richly wrought plate that met 
his eyes on every side. Tall solid tankards of 
sHyot,^ bubbling ov^r with mighty ale; hpt^^Qitei: 
plates, trenchers, and covers of the same pre^ 
dous metal ; flagons and salt-cellars, more re- 
markable for their ponderous weight and intrin- 
sic value than their fashion ; trays and salvers, 
dishes and tureens ; huge branched and tower- 
ing candlesticks, cups and platters, all of gleam-^ 
ing and substantial silver, sparkled on the board. 
And as Lara looked about him, at the glitter- 
ing store so ostentatiously exhibited, ^i,e thought 
of the freedom with which the plate of the coK 
leges w«3 giveutopaythe soldiers of ?iDgChai:lea 
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the First, and pondered on tlie mine' of wealth 
which each of these foundations possessed in 
that very form, which, in time of commotion 
or dvil war, would be most tempting and most 
immediately serviceable to friend or foe* 

After the banquet these thoughts occurred to 
him more strongly still when he wandered in 
the evening to Magdalen bridge^ and there 
stood idfy looking over into the dark waters 
that whirled beneath, while now and then at- 
tracted by the scream of a daw, he gazed uqp 
at the fretted pinnacles and noble tower behind 
him. He- was standing in this manner when a 
vigorous hand grasped his shotilder, and a voiee 
sounded in his ear— 

*' Are you dreaming, man, or have I arrived 
in time to stop your diving to make love to the 
mermaids below, as you seemed on the point 
of doing ?" 

Lara turned and saw Sir Douglas Dashberry. 

" If you want to drown yourself,'* continued 
the young baronet in the same strain of banteiv, 
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" you should take a wager-boat, row off Iffley 
Lock, or the Tumbling Bay, and run foul of a 
post or pile, always supposing you cannot swin*. 
Can you f' 

"Certainly!" answered Lar^ with a good^ 
hiunoured smile ; "can you ?" 

"As certainly not," replied Sir Douglas, 
" and so you have an accomplishment beyond 
me. I make you my compliment, as our neigh- 
bours say. No, there never was a blind kitten 
mOTe completely helpless and awkward in the 
water than myself, though on land I can hold 
my own station with anybody. But I own I'm 
not in the least aquatic. I haven't been in a 
a boat more than once since I came up to 
Oxford, and that once I was upset and half 
drowned," 

"I don't agree with you," said Lara; "the 
sea always seemed to me a far freer and more 
excitmg home than the land. I sometimes 
regret not having been bred up a sailor." 

"Fiddlesticks!" said the baronet, laying 
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Iiold of his companion's arm and drawing him 
uway, " what are sailors fit for now-a-days but 
to bring home monkeys and cockatooS| and 
stroll idly about the streets of a searport for 
more than half^the year ? The peace gave the 
navy a terrible blow, and all the poetry and 
romance of a life afloat will soon be effectually 
annihilated by steam. 

* A wet sheet and a flooring aaiL* 

Pshaw ! who the deuce cares for such ditties 
now. Dibden would starve in our times, and 
as for old Bronte, why, how many Nelsons do 
you fancy are now munching their biscuits in 
every guardship's gun-room or ward-room, or 
whatever they call the den in which naval 
officers are imprisoned — Nelson's in all but 
opportunity? Besides, after all, the interest 
in the navy was a very artificial interest. How 
few of the mobs that bellowed for illumina- 
tions in honour of some great sea victory had 
ever seen the ocean itself, or comprehended 
the way in which the loss of a fleet cotild affect 
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the prosperity of a country. Every man can 
form an idea of a land battle ; every man can 
understand an encounter of soldiers on land, 
and wishes to be protected from foreign invar 
ders, just as a highwayman or a burglar excites 
ten times the curiosity and wonder that is 
caused by the boldest pirate, be he as hardy 
as Captain Kidd himself. By George ! is not 
that a pretty girl !" 

The subject of this encomium passed by on 
the pavement as Sir Douglas spoke, and hon- 
oured him en passant with a most gracious bow 
and smile, which Sir Douglas returned with a 
graceftil reverence. 

" I know her," he muttered ; " I forgot 
I'll introduce you, Brasdefer." 

Accordingly the ceremony of Lara's presen- 
tation to Miss Georgiana Prattles was gone 
through, and the pertinacious Sir Douglas 
asked for and obtained permission to bring 
Lara with him to a soiree at Dr. Prattles, which 
he was engaged to attend the next evening. 
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" Any friend of yours, Sir Douglas/* said 
the young lady, with another smile which dis- 
played, as it was possibly meant to do, a superb 
set of the whitest and smallest of teeth, and a 
pair of magnificent iris-like eyes, great blue' 
languishing orbs, swimming in a kmd of vo- 
luptuous sleepiness, " wiU be always welcome. ^ 
Good evening;*' and with another bow and 
yet anodier smile that brought most mercilessly 
into play the ftdl artillery of her glances and 
rows of pearlS) the fair Georgiana sailed by 
and continued her way, her velvet robe and 
voluminous petticoats taking up as much room 
on the irottair as would be required for the 
free passage of a Turk attired in the widest 
shulwars ever made by a Mussulman tailor. 

" How capitally she walks I" said Sir Doug-^ 
las, looking after her critically, for he was a 
connoisseur in female beauty ; " quite as stately 
now, though perhaps a trifle less gazelle-like 
than that of the fair Andalusian I used to see 
tripping across the plaza at Cadiz^ is that walk 
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of. hers worthy of Juno. How well she ma- 
nages her feet. I hate to see a woman kick 
up her heels.'* 

^^ Who on earth is she ?' said Lara ; ^^ an 
old firiend of yoijrs, no doubt" 

^^ Faith, that is an easy question to answer, " 
replied Sir Douglas; ^^she is the second 
daughter of old Dr. Prattles, the Professor of 
Bishareen and an ez-tutor of Priest's.. Old 
Prattles is the stanchest tuft hunter I ever 
knew, nothing escapes his net ; he gives the 
most delectable ^ evenings at home ' and con- 
versaziones; and as his suppers are unexception^ 
able, his daughters very pretty, and the house 
a most delightful one to do as you please in, 
IBS «J«» 1 always .^J J. yo^ 
noblemen and gentlemen, who go there to 
dance and eat ices, discuss chickens and cham- 
pagne, laugh at the professor, and flirt with his 
girls. Such is life 1 Old Prattles expects one or 
both of his sirens to make a bnlliant marriage, 
and cert^dnly some one majf be flat enough to 

VOL. I. H 
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propose. I own Tve often felt spooney mj^ 
tself, for half an hotir or so, e^edally i^OT 
supper, during a waltz. Did you' ever read the 
* Rivals,' Brasdefer ? 

* Thou wast th« <!laugliter of my Tu- 
tor, law pi^^Sbssor -at the U— 
niyersitj of Gottingen.' " 

4 

dang Sir Douglas. ^ 

"And the other aster?'* said Lara. 
" Ay, the fair Alicia^" said ^Sir Doi^lais, " tOm 
has a firm conviction that -nature intaided hep 
for the youiiger iiiste?.d of Ike dder siatar, and 
she yields precedence to G€K)rgiaffla oatlSi 
occasions. She is much smaller, mu(^ pal^^ 
a ^ht, delicate, dark-eyed beauty, is fragile 
and shrinking as Georgiana ia bold and da^ng; 
very sentimental, reads poetry,' and. talks iil 
over with very J^oung men- — ^hang:Tiie if I doa'l 
think Alicia the most desperate flirt of tte tiroy 
neither of them is exactly ai coquette. Tadii 
them justice I never kaew th^n jilt a man tiE 
they saw him on the point of jilting iJMoa* 
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Alicia w^ always the slyest and invariably 

perceived it jfirst/' 
"They find plenty of a^linirers no douH in 

a place like Oxford ; " said Lara. 

" Of course,'* replied the baronet carelessly, 
" and who the deuce could help admiring 
them! Alicia's rhymes and Werterish way 
of talking &scinate the melancholy and ro^ 
mantic young gentlemen. Mind yonrsel^ by 
the bye, my dear Brasdfefer, when you first 
enter the den and encounter the magic 
witchery of the enchantress. As for Georgi- 
ina, she is best described by our fast men, 
vho clarify her ' . »Bnm«r.' She rides iS 
L she- Alexander, dances almost as well as 
i^estris, plays and ^gs like one of Mahomet's 
ourisy and looks devilish like one of them 
>o« A rare Amazon she'd have made, but 
lat it were a son to harm that glorious bust 
' Georgiana could talk as well as Alicia she 
^iild be irresistible quite; but luckily for 
ciety there is always some flaw in a man-trap. 
stir, teeth, eyes, colour, complexion, hands, 
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anns, feet, and ancles, slie has in great perfec- 
tion, but not too great a share of brains. 
However, as I told you before, I have often 
felt half in love with her myself, though I have 
seen a goodly portion of the world, to say 
nothing of women.'* 

At this point of the conversation Lara's 
attention was attracted by a large burly man 
in fiill academic costume, and moreover deco- 
rated with a pair of fiill black velvet sleeves, 
as ample as the lawn ones worn by bishops, 
who, closely followed by a train of half a-dozen 
attendants, came swaggering along the street, 
as a Highland chieftain, *witli his tail on,' 
might once have strutted down the causeways 
of Dun Edin. 

" Who is this ?'* asked Lara, with consider- 
able curiosity, of his better informed com- 
panion. 

« No less a personage than the senior Proctor 
and his marshal's men, irreverently dubbed 'bull- 
dogs,' by the profane," answered Sir Douglas. 
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Dashberry. "You are not aware, perhaps* 
that by the charter of the University the 
Proctors are magistrates, and are entrusted 
with extraordinary powers within the classic 
predncts. Those alguazils, or sbirri, or what- 
ever you like to call them, are his runners or 
policemen, who dog his heels as the mjmnidons 
did those of Achilles, and aid him in his even- 
ing rounds, which are undertaken with a view 
to keeping order and enforcing discipline and 
morality within the city. Ha 1 he is c<3ming 
over here as a cruiser bears down on a slave 
ship. We have transgressed the rules, by ap- 
pearing out of academicals. Let me deal 
with him." 

Lara stood still, and the Proctor came up 
with the dignified strut of a turkey-cock, and 
demanded to know if Lara and Sir Douglaa 
were members of the University, and if so, how 
they dared to appear in the High Street wear- 
ing hats. 

Sir Douglas looked steadily at the haughty 
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interrogator, with a mild but puzzled air^ aiid 
gravely addressed liiin in French, which he 
spoke purely and fluently. The proctor did 
not understand French. Few university men 
do understand French, and particularly veiy 
few dons. The proctor spoke again in English, 
angrily but nervously, while his huge velvet 
sleeves vibrated with agitation. 

The baronet replied in French, with an 
indignant expression, perfectly thrilling. 

The proctor was vanquished. He muttered, 
"parly, Fransy, mounseer, ^ and walked off, 
rather crestfallen and so bewildered that he 
omitted to lecture a man of Sovereign's College 
who was conversing with a young lady in a pink 
boimet, at the comer of a street. 

Sir Douglas and Lara laughed heartily at the 
discomfiture of the tthadamanthus of Oxford, 
and they walked on discussing the peculiari- 
ties of that venerable Mother Goose, Ahna 
Mater. 

" And who,'^ said Lara, " was the unhappy 
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Jookixig creature who read grape in tfaye dining; 
Mtp-day?/' 

"ABiWepierk,''rQpHedSixDou|^l^ "Does., 
it;. AQt • seeDpL^ to , yon a singula^ appellation ? 
They are called Chapel Clerks at Cambridge.. 
Poor devils 1 tibey arearaqe set apart The 
spQcies is a peculiar one, but I have studied it^. 
habits. The Bible clerks, take certain moneys^ 
from their colleges, for which they are bound 
to read grace and lessons. They are snubbed 
and slighted, and altogether resemble much the 
outcast race of Cagots in the Pyreneei^ or the 
Pariahs in Hindostan. Those wretched Helots 
the servitors from another degraded caste. The 
Bible clerks are gregarious and sociable ; from 
what I have seen of them I should say that 
they roost very high and in most out-of-the- 
way rooms, seldom wash their faces or brush 
their coats, and only associate with each other, 
with an instinct they share with the inferior 
animals. They drink much beer, and get 
boozy and ftiddled in a plebeian way, when one 
of the horde gets his degree. You always 
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hear the rest of tlie gang stamping wildly over- 
head on t^ese occasions, as if they would bnrst 
a blood vessel eadi, or were dancing a war- 
dance. They r^iind me ^atly of the Boges- 
mans. * 

And the newly made friends separated, Lara 
seeking his college, while Sir Douglas went to 
eat oysters and talk over a pigeon-matcL 
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CHAPTEB 



The next morning was a dark and lowering: 
oae; the fog hung in heavy wreaths on the 
river ; the meadows by the water side were 
hid by clouds of mist ; the sky wore a doll 
ftnd leaden look, and a rack of dingy clouds 
rolled sluggishly along, Uke lazy porpoises, 
among the long waves of the steady trade swell. 
It was, in fact, the "southerly wind and a 
cloudy sky," which our ancestors, who, how- 
ever slow their pace might have been, were 
learned in scent, declared the herald of "a. 
hunting morning." At half-p ist nine Lara, pass- 
ing before the great gate of what the habitu6& 
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called " the House," saw some score of wiry 

well-bred hacks and hunters led up and down 

by varmint-looking stable urchins before it^ 

while ever and anon, some young man m 

brilliant scarlet coat, white cords and top boots^ 

and velvet, hunting cap, would en^rge from 

under the archway, a cigar between his lips, 

^ring into li^^dLaT^ur sway. Axno^ 

them he noticed Sir Douglas Dadiberry, who 

Waved his hand and nodded to him as Us 

active horse broke into a brisk 'canter that 

speedily carried him out of sight. Laralookol 

on half enviously, as the last of the glittering 

cavalcade of these sons of wealth swept by, and 

then gazed with pity on the poor stooping 

students, who with feeble and slouchi^ gait, 

gown on back and books und^r anb, crawled 

sadly alb>ng thepav^j their pale haggard features 

and air of sicMy languor and depression forcibly 

contrasting with the vigorous health and exa- 

berant spirits of the gay and gallant hoi^men* 

And looking towards the archway he sarw a 
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stately dignitary of Alma Mater, r^arding the 
departing cavaliers with an air of satis&ctioa 
and admiration, as if he were exceedingly 
proud to see that his college could turn out so- 
many real aristocrats in red coats and velvet 
-caps, and at the same time felt a paternal in* 
. tecest in seeing so many young men, for this 
was the third caravan that had taken flight 
from the nest of Alma Mater's " House " that 
morning, breaking the statutes of the university 
in a pleasant and gentleman-like way. For, 
as it occurred to Lara, there are laws against 
. riding, walking, and driving, against hunting, 
"fishing, shooting, gaming, entering any shop 
without permission, or drinking wine any- 
• .where and under any circumstances, teetotal- 
ian being nominally a fimdamental part of the 
. university code. But uo rational doa could 
. -^be harsh enough to stop any gentleman's game 
. of billiards, pigeon-match, champagne break- 
&st, drap; to the races, and run with the hounds ; 
f. while the bit and curb^ considerably slackened 
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in the moutlis of those who transgress only in 
the line of expensive amusements, may be pro- 
portionably tightened between the lips of the. 
poor^ students, who, when deprived of th^ 
quiet pleasures, by the same authority that does 
not check the pastimes of the riotous a&d 
Yidous, are unable to resist or to appeal to any 
parental bigwigs who could do the university 
more damage by a single sneer in their own 
cirdes than the joint complaints of a hundred 
victims among the humbler gownsmen. 

Entering the coUege, and enquiring his way 
among its labyrinths, Lara at last knocked at a 
door whidi he was told was that of Mr. Ed- 
ward Waspbrook. Having repeated his sum- 
mons a second time without receiving any 
answer he opened the door, and almost started 
back at the sight he behdd* 

Everything about the room was of the same 
monastic simplicity, and the most prominmt 
object was its owner, who was kneeling in an 
ittitade of rapturous devotion before a large 



FALCQNBECK HALL. 157 

ofucifix suspended in a niche, the curtain 
whidi usually hid it having been drawn aside. 
The devotee, who, breviary in hand, was pray- 
ing in a loud tone, and in Latin, as Lara could 
•instantly distinguish, sprang up with a conAised 
.air, and advanced ta Lara, who was on the 
»point of retiring. 

" I beg a thousand pardons, Mr. Brasdefer,'* 
said he, as he closed the door and motioned 
Lara to a chair ; '^ a thousand pardons I Pray 
forgive my forgetfulness, and believe I am very 
,happy to see you in my poor cell. You think 
- my manner cold perhaps," said Mr. Waspbrook, 
after a pause, " because I did not offer you my 
hand, as is usual elsewhere. I only obey the 
. imperative rul^ of our Oxford etiquette, which 
, forbids any other sign of recognition than a 
. bow. It seems chilly and forbidding enough 
; at first, doubtless, but one soon gets reconciled 
J to it. By the bye, I must beg you not to men- 
tion to any one how you found me engaged 
^on entering the room. Praiseworthy and k- 
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nocent as it is to bow before that holy emblem, 
there are not wanting malidous persons in this 
university, who would use the knowledge as 
an engine of malevol^xt persecution, not only 
against me but against all who hold in secret 
the eternal tenets of the pure and ancient 
faith.'* 

" That is the Boman Catholic ; is it not ?'' 
said Lara. 

"The CathoKc, unquestionably,*' replied 
Mr. Waspbrook, with a gentle smile ; " the 
Anglo Catholic, if you will, but still the 
•Catholic Faith. Anything rath» Aan call 
one's self a Protestaat I But we wifl not argue 
about theology. And yet, Mr. Brasdrfer, you 
are young ; you are at the age when the feel- 
ings are fresh and unblighted by the searing 
contact of a hardened world. Have you never 
felt a longing to fling yourself once more into 
the arms of the ancient and everlasting Church, 
the Mother whose arms are always open to 
receive. the sinner and the strayed Jamb, ajod 
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on whose gentle bosom the agonised consciences 
of her erring and suffering children are lulled 
into dreamless sleep. how much better to 
rush to the shadow of her protecting mantle 
than to ling^ beneath the cold pale gleam of 
"the light of impious and irreverent Rationality. " 
" Like most youiig men," I have experienced 
feelings of vague and misdirected enthusiasm ; 
but I have never been able to reconcile the 

daims of Rome with the evidence of Reason.'' 
" I do iK>t lite Reason ; I like Faith," said 
•Mr. Waspbrocvk in a peevish tone and with a 

disappoiiited air. 

"An excellent excuse,'' said a deep voice 
'^'bdiind him; ***an excellent excuse truly, for 
'-preaching up' the Romish Faith, for as Reason 

has nothing to^ with it, if you gave up your 
'blind credulity you would not have a leg to 

«tand' upon.*" 

Lara iumed round and saw a tall and 

powerful man, with long dark hair and bushy 
' iriuskeK, piercing black eyes^ and that peculiar 
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gloomy and stem but thorouglibred cast of 
features which belongs to the Norman con- 
querors of Ireland and their descendants 
settled in that country, and which has heea 
most happily described as " American Indian.' 
High cheekbones,^ a square forehead,, a firm 
mouth, and lips half stem half sensual, unite in 
it, in most instances, with a complexion as 
dark as a Spaniard's and hair like a raven's 
wing. 

" I am delighted to see you, Lord Lashkemef^ 
said Mr. Waspbrook as he rose and welcomed 
the intruder with an air of great cordiality 
blended wilh deference. 

" Won't you introduce me to this gentleman, 
Waspbrook ? " said the peer gravely^ and the 
ceremony was accordingly gone through. 

"I have heard much of you, Mr. Brasdefer, 
from my cousin Dashberry;" observed Lord 
Lashkeroe ; " and I was anxious to make your 
acquaintance, though I scarcely thought I 
should owe it to my friend Waspbrook. Has 
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he (I mean, our worthy host) made any 
progress in converting you to a proper jqppred- 
^on of the beatified state of passive obedience 
to which he usually reduces his neophytes ? " 

Lara could not help being struck by the 
^y ficom of the tone, the contempt that curled 
iJbie lip of the Irish nobleman as he spoke to 
Waspbropk, or of him. 

It was equally plain that Waspbrook, though 
unquestionably a talented and an experienced 
man, quailed abjectly before Lord Lashkane, 
and entertained a dread of his satire, similar to 
that of a cowed hound wh^en he hears the 
smacking of the huntsman's lash. 

Yet Lara was, in spite of the harsh features 
and air of bittemess^ of Lord Lashkeme, 
pleased and impressed by the conscious nobili- 
ty of mind and truthfulness of piurpose that 
beamed aa Im haughty lineaments, like a 
sunbeam tuning on a granke precipice. 

^' Your lordship, is severe ; '' said the advo-^ 
oate of £Edth| with a martyr-like smile*. 
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** Scarcely SO, Wasptoook, -wtea I find yoo, 
STUTOunded by grim picturesr of Saints and 
Fathers, to say nothing of a ponderous battery 
of dusty theological tomes, preaching Propa- 
gandists rhapsodies to a ybnng gentleman 
newly arrived in this den of thieves. Do you 
think I forget bygones ? No, Mr. Waspbrook^ 
nor do I forget the Kursaal at Baden. " 

Waspbrook's fece became of an ashy pale- 
ness, and his lips grew white. 

Hie peer nodded significantly. *?I a© 
going to carry away the lamb,'^ said he gsSfyj 
" from la guetde de fowp. '* 

Mr. Waspbrook will pardon my scant oonr- 
tesy in cutting short my virit and yours, I am 
sure, and with you, Mr. Brasdefer, the widi I 
feel to makejyour acquaintance must be takai 
as an excuse for tearing you away &Gm l&k 
Waspbrook and the highway to Home. *^ 

So saying, Lord Lashkeme drew Lara's a^ 
through his own, bowed to Mi*. Waspbroo!^ and 
in company with his recent acqizaintance^ qait^ 
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ted the room. In a momait after they had 
dcneiged from the college the mamier of the 
young nobleman completely changed. 

" I dare say, Mr. Brasdefer, you think me 
extremely rude, brusque, and overbearing, and 
in fact set me down as the most insolent puppy 
of an aristocrat that ever buUied a better man 
than himself, on the strength of rank and titles 
H so you misjudge me. What do you tlunk 
of my behaviour to the amiable person with 
whom I found you ? '' said Lord Lashkeme. 

" I cannot presume to judge of your reasons, 
my lord ;" replied Lartt. 

^ Never mind my reasons; my dear Mr. 
Brasdefer. I cannot tell them to you. Wasp- 
brook knows them well enough, and apart 
firom the slavish awe in which he holds rank 
for its own sake, he knows how thoroughly 
I understand him. Yes, that is the ^lildest 
word; I imderstand his character. And let 
me warn you against becoming intimate with 
him. He is a dangerous companion for an 
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and its results are visible there ,to ihe most 
casual observer. You. never hear of an Iqsh 
Protestant turning Papist. Nor is it the case 
abroad. In France, in Switzerland, in Hol- 
land,, no converts, or as the newspapers say, 
perverts, are ever made. Far less does Ronae 
win any sheep back to the fold from Denmark, 
Sweden, and Norway, those rugged strong- 
holds of pure Protestantism. The South, the 
filothftd, ignorant, and voluptuous South, is the 
chosen realm of Romanism, the Crook and 
Keys have vassels in flightly and &nciM Cen- 
tral Europe, where the dying glow of departed 
Chivalry yet hangs like a halo in' the sky, but 
it is vainly that the wihest Propagandists essay 
to dazzle or beguile the true and hitxdy hearts 
of the North. It is seldom that a man who 
has resided long on the Continent falls into the 
snare ; unless iadeed ho has lived in an Italian 
city, hoodwinked and managed by a parcel of 
crafty priests. I myself am an Irishman, 
and besides I have travelled mudbu So has 



FAICOKBECK HAIi;. 167 

Dashberry, or I never would leave him aH 
instant in Waspbrook's society. But in England 
the case is different. Here young ladies and 
gentlemen read novels and poems about the 
Catholics, and sing songs about them, and 
dream about them. In England a prestige of 
poetry and romance attaches to their creed, a 
mystic radiance such as might encompass 
suffering and persecuted martyrs. It matters 
not how commonplace or absurd the professor 
of that faith may be ; he is a hero in virtue of 
his creed. Then too the religion is deemed 
-an aristocratic one, and every Catholic in Eng- 
land, not palpably Irish, is accounted a scion of 
some of the old houses of the days before the 
Beform^ition^ as a matter of course. If the 
Papist is Irish, he is always the descendent of 
a Monarch of Hibemia, " It is amazing," con- 
tinued Lord Lashkeme with a laugh ; " how 
seldom one meets an Irishman who is not the 
lineal successor of a King. I always consider 
it a remarkable fact that the descendent^ of 

VOL. I. I 
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subjects such as earls, lords, knights, and com- 
moners, appear extinct. None survive but the 
race of Crowned Heads, and really we poor 
Lords of the Pale are terrible elbowed by these 
hosts of royal lineage Celts. 

" But to wind up my sermon. Silly boys 
and girls, as 1 say, attracted by what they hear, 
and in some rarer inst^ces what they see, of 
the pomp and glitter of the Bomish Ceremonies, 
carried away by a mistaken enthasiasm, and 
urged by a love of singularity, take to observ- 
ing fasts and vigils, embroidering altardoths, 
and filling their prayer books with gum saints 
and their oratories with graven images. One 
step leads to another ; the foolish moths, in 
mingled silliness and vanity, flutter around the 
candle, till some singe their wings and fall, and 
the others remain in an anomalous condition 
that would be ludicrous were it not painful to 
witness; pseudo Catholics, childishly coquetting 
with their creed, without the boldness to avow 
it : — playing at Papists indeed, as boys play 
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at soldiers. As for those who take the fetal 
plunge, I am convinced more than half, when 
the novelty and excitement are over, would 
return to their fonner helief, but for the dread 
of ridicule on one hand, and deadly hatred on 
the other. Buta truce to all this. How do you 
like my cousin Dashberry ?" 

Lara told Lord Lashkerne how favourably 
Sir Douglas's cordial heartiness and frank good 
humour had impressed him, 

" Ah I he is a good, kind fellow !" said the 
young nobleman, his dark eves beaming with 
pleasure at hearing the praises of his cousin, 
a fine ^^manlj" open-hearted fellow! a trifle too 
rash and . headstrong though, and' far too much 
given to follow the whim of the moment. 
Impulse is his ignis fatuus his Jack o'lantem, 
though he fancies himself as wise as Solon, 
and his judgment clear and fixed as the polar 
star. I remember in Albania, that he would 
insist on claiming the hospitality of an Arnaut 
chief, though the guides told us he yr^^ the 
I 2 
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greatest rascal unhanged ; and when I wanted 
to restrain him, he was as peevishly obstinate 
as a mule, left me, and rode up to the castle by 
himself, Of course the mountain thief locked 
him up in a dungeon and sent me a message 
demanding a prodigious ransom." 

" And what did you do ?^ asked Lara, curi- 
ously. 

" One of the very few Quixotic things I 
ever did in my life," answered Lord Lash- 
kerne; "I hired a score of wandering 
Lesghes Klephts, joined them to our Turkish 
guard, promised them an Arabian Night^s sort 
of baokshish, surprised the castle, carried it by 
storm, sword in hand, rescued Douglas from 
the dungeon — where I found him comfortably 
seated, by the bye, solacing his captivity with 
an appetising pillaf and a pitcher of wine, not 
poisoned, and finally ran Vlacci Bey through 
the body on his own hearth-stone, in the most 
orthodox fashion. He died like a good Mus- 
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sulman, his face turned to Mecca^ and his Bis- 
millah on his lips,'' 

"And his band — the other robbers ?" enquired 
Lara. 

"Oh, to be sure," replied the peer, "his 
forty or fifty Palikars, white-petticoated vaga- 
bonds, * kirtled to the knee V They used their 
sabres boldly enough, and five or six were 
killed. The Turks would have hanged or shot 
the rest, if I had let them. I let the poor 
devils go, and gave them a hundred piastres 
apieoe. As for Ylaeci Bey, he was a gallant 
fellow, though a treacherous cur. The dog 
fought like a lion, and gave me this across the 
&ce with his sabre,'' continued Lord Lash- 
k^me, pointing to a narrow scar of a pale blue 
colour that crossed his cheek ; " when I told 
him to surrender, and promised him his hfe. 
I got angry, and a minute after my sword-hilt 
was knocking hard against his ribs, and the 
blade, all bloody and dripping, came shining 
out between his shoulders. I assure you, that 
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the moment the excitement was over, and the 
poor savage, who knew no better or more 
honourable employment than marauding, lay 
cold and sti^ at my feet, with his marble face 
and glassy eyes upturned like a dead stag's, 
I felt as sorry and ashamed of myself as the 
Knight of La Manoha when he had slashed 
the wine skins he took for giants." 

** And why so ?" asked Lara ; " did not the 
rufiian deserve his fate; and would he have 
been more mereifol to you, if he had been the 
conqueror ?" 

^^ A wolf would tear me to pieces and eat 
me," answered Lord Lashkeme; ^^but I do 
not see that the laws of retaliation imperatively 
demand that I should devour the wolf, if I 
should succeed in shooting him. The moun'> 
tain chief saw no harm in robbery, had no 
scruples about treachery, and cut throats, as a 
matter of business. Douglaa was wilful and 
foolish enough to go into his den ; I was ass 
enough to let him go ; and when the &x 
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snapped up the goose, I ought to have paid his 
lausom. However, I fought for his freedom 
instead, and neyer was victor more ashamed of 
his victory » 

" Are you going to the sairSe at Dr. Prat- 
tles' this evening ?" said Lara. 

^^ To be sure I" returned Lord Lashkeme ; 
^^I like to see human nature and human 
art under every form and phase. But here we 
are in front of St Evangelist's College again. 
My lodgings are at the other end of the town/. 
Addio — au revotr P^ 
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.CHAPTEK XIL 



At nine o'clock the red-handed and blue- 
nosed policeman, facetiously called by noyelists 
a ** Guardian of the Night/' as if the night 
was a minor, and required a legal protector, 
who kept watch and ward on the muddy pave- 
ment in front of the Professor of Bishareein's 
house, glanced enviously up at the flashing 
candles and gleams of ruddy fire-light that 
streamed through the window shutters, and 
stamping his cold feet on the stones, felt the 
night air rawer and more wretched from the 
contrast. At nine o'clock a shivering out- 
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cast, hearing the joyous bursts of music and 
song from within, mingled with the rattling of 
plates and jingling of glasses from the supper- 
room, experienced the torments of Tantalus, 
and drawing his thin rags closer about his at- 
tenuated form, dragged his feeble limbs 
away. 

At nine o'clock, the salons of Dr. Prattles, 
brilliantly lighted and lavishly decorated rooms, 
were crowded with guests. The daughters of 
the Professor were there in their glory. Queens 
of the dance and the song. Not that they had 
asked none but ugly women to act as palpable 
foils to their own beauty. They were much 
too clever to resort to so hackneyed a device. 
Nq I there were plenty of pretty girls present, 
but they were beyond question the loveliest, 
the stars shining broadly and clearly out amid 
the pearly radiance of the Milky W^y. And, 
althoi^h, as the sisters moved about the 
apartments, a murmuring buz of admiration 
always followed their pn^ress, the homage 
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paid to them was by no means so exclusiye or 
80 marked as to cause too great mortification 
and annoyance to the other fidr convives. All 
vent on smilingly and cheerfollyi while the 
good-natured, vain, absurd old Professor, loom- 
ing about in his spectacleS| did all he could 
to promote the hilarity of the party. 

Lara was among the later arrivals ; and com- 
paratively unobserved, took up his station in a 
recess of the wall, and watched the gay scene 
with interest. 

It was a moot point with the more experi- 
enced frequenters of the house as to which 
was the most lovely, Georgiana or her sister. 
Alicia was, as Sir Douglas had depicted her, a 
fragile and delicate fairy, with an alabaster- 
like complexion, relieved by the faintest tinge 
of pink on her soft cheek. Her eyes and hair 
were dark, her waist, her hand, her foot, were 
all models of tiny beauty, and her air of 
mournful romance was blended with a dirink- 
ing yet exquisitely innocent candour that 
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suited her style, as Sir Douglas said, to per-* 
feotion. Her dress waa equally tasteful and 
simple, and every motion was replete with 
grace, studied or unstudied as the case might 
be. 

When Lara first sayr her she was sitting at 
a small table, rather out of the way, in com-* 
pany with a young man with a Werter-like ex- 
pression and black hair, to whom she was 
pointing out the beauties of one of Byron's 
poems which lay open before her, and descant-* 
ing on the alternately stormy and soft passions 
it chronicled, in a sweet low voice as toudiing 
as it was harmonious. Alicia never danced, 
never spoke above her breath, never talked to 
more than one person at a time. But G^orgiana, 
the brilliant, glorious, dashing Georgiana, was 
a belle of a totally different stamp. She 
laughed, she talked, she flirted hardily and 
desperately, she sang duets at the piano^ and 
sequidillas to the guitar, she waltzed with the 
vigour of a humming top, and the grace of a 
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sylph, and she soolded the shy young gentle- 
men (and they were not many) who did not 
hold her tight enough ! Certainly Georgiana 
was magnificent, an overwhelmingly beautifal 
and lively Sultana. Her great blue eyes, now 
sparkling with fun and frolic, now languishing 
as she caught the glance of an admirer, her 
ripe red lips, so temptingly contrasted by the 
white teeth her merry laugh revealed, her 
natural glossy coronet of superb light brown 
hair, her dimpled cheeks, glowing with health, 
her plump yet elegant form, deserved the 
admiration they received. She feared no cen- 
sure, and made the most of her advantages. 
Envious mammas and sour old maids were 
wont to say that Georgiana Prattles's fair and 
ivory polished shoulders were a trifle too bare, 
that the warm marble of her glowing bust was 
somewhat too lavishly exposed, that the round 
white arms, all sparkling with gold bangles 
and jewelled bracelets, and terminating in the 
loveliest little plump hands in the world, were 
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too much flashed in the ey es of spectatord ; but 
this of course \ras fictitious ; for the very same 
ill-natured people were accustomed to say that 
the gentle Alicia had an ingenious way of 
exhibiting her exceedingly pretty foot and 
ankle, as if accidentally, to morning yigitors, 
and that whenever she fainted, which fre- 
quently occurred, she always took care to fall 
back into the arms of the most eligible cavalier 
present. It is plain therefore that those who 
could calunmiate such a white robed angel as 
Alicia would not scruple to accuse her sister 
falsely, and of malice aforethought. A girl so 
showy and captivating as Georgiana, naturally 
fascinated a great many of the faster young 
gentlemen who wore the sleeveless gown of the 
aspirant Even Sir Douglas, who had more 
experience than the rest, danced repeatedly 
with her, and she was never in want of a 
partiier. But well as she waltzed, skilful as 
she was in polka and mazurka, it was in a 
Ute-d'Ute flirtation with the last partner in the 
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oamellia blossomed and cactus fenced conserva- 
tory that Gteorgiana shone the most. In the 
soft twilight glimmer, among the intoxicating 
and subtle odours of a thousand strange flowers 
and tropical plants, Georgiana's bright eyes 
Krew yet larger and more lustrous, her arch 

graceful form more tempting in its voluptuouB 
beauty. She said little, but her style of con- 
yersation was eminently bold and daring. She 
talked as she rode, gallantly, and went slap 
dash over every fence of conventionality, with 
all the spirit of a high-bred hunter, and all the 
simple audacity of a lovely savage. The most 
dangerous topics were not deemed perilous by 
her. You could not say the ice was broken ; 
with her there was none to break. She would 
listen to the hardiest remarks, the boldest 
langvage, the most wicked story, from any 
body. She never blushed — ^never. Her eyes 
grew brighter and shone luminously with a 
strange dark light, her snowy bosom panted 
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and heayedy her dazzling teeth sparkled between 
her ripe full lips ; these were all the indications 
of emotion called up by tales or compliments 
that few of the most hardened coquettes could 
have heard without colouring deeply* She 
was the very person to encourage a young man, 
and lead him on without appearing to do so. She 
was no prude, and she gloried in not being one, 
and boasted of it. Squeeze her soft white 
hand, the delicate fingers would return the 
pressure ; encircle her rounded waist with your 
arm, it shrank not from the clasp that com- 
pressed it; kiss her dimpled cheek, or her 
rosy Ups, twine your fingers in the rippling 
masses of her rich brown hair ; the freedom 
was permitted, nay, encouraged. It had no 
terrors for Georgiana. Yet she was no icy 
statue, no form of unfeeling stone. If she 
were marble, it was marble quite capable of 
warming at the touch of a Pygmalion. Often 
and often an admirer who had ventured to 
clasp her waist, had felt her tremble and thrill, 
had felt her bounding heart throb and leap, 
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had seen the incieased glow of the blue eyes, 
now swimming in melting softness, like liquid 
sapphires, now sparkling with sudden brilliancy, 
the heightened colour, the quivering lip, and 
had fondly inteipreted these into tokens of 
love, excited by himself, and gone home proud 
and happy. Poor fellow I he mistook the im- 
pulse of an ardent nature for the flattering signs 
of attachment. His rivals were his whole sex, 
at least the whole of the young and good- 
looking portion of it. Georgiana was a superb 
girl, a splendid barbarian, fitter for the South 
Seas than Oxfordshire, but she had no invidious 
preferences, and she acted no part. 

" How are you ? Brasdefer !" said the voice 
of Sir Douglas Dashberry, as he lounged 
carelessly up to Lara. 

" What sport did you have ?" asked Lara, 
thus answering one question with another, 
according to the fashion of our Transatlantic 
brethren. 

" Capital,'* replied Sir Douglas, " found in 
less than ten minutes in a brake of gorse ; off 
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went puggy, straight as the crow flies and at 
much the same pace, leading to the hills and 
taking a line of country very diflB.oult and 
awkward. Ban ten miles without a check ; 
grass ground^ good galloping, but ugly walls of 
loose stone; a great many rolls, hills as 
steep as a wall, fox turned, made two rings, 
lost him. Hounds regularly at fault, twenty 
minutes lost, clever cast, got the scent, rattled 
away merrily, went down the valley at an 
awfiil pace, clay ground, deep and very dis- 
tressing, horses blown, big oxfenoes, field soon 
uncommonly select, select as All Souls' College, 
pressed the fox, pretty riding, ran to earth, 
earths stopped over night,. it's the pace that 
kills ! ran into him at Swashytown, got a pad." 

*^ A capital run indeed," said Lara, ^* and it 
seems a trying country. " Was your horse 
much distressed ?" 

" Eegularly done up ! dead beat I" answered 
Sir Douglas, I stopped at a cottage, gave him 
a pail of hot gruel, wrapped him up in the old 
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dame's red cloak and a clean flannel petticoat, 
walked him to the nearest public house, and 
boTTowed a pony to cany me home. Ned 
Williams is gone to fetch him. Poor Wild- 
goose ! he has not had such a sharp, quick 
spurt this month.'* 

" Apropos I" went on the baronet, " have 
you danced ? no ! then come and dance with 
the Queen of the Waltz, and mind you make 
fierce love to her, or she'll certainly tell you 
how she hates a milksop." 

So saying, Sir Douglas led Lara across the 
room, and declared to Miss Georgiana that his 
friend was dying to dance with her but was too 
diffident to ask her. 

" I like bold people !" said the fair Geor- 
giana, with an audacious flash of her sparkling 
eyes. Lara made some lively reply to this 
daring confession of faith, and the Queen of 
the Waltz gave him her hand for the next 
dance. He was a little startled when she said, 
with her usual arch smile, ^^ do you take me for 
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an eel, Mr. Brasdefer, or do you fhink I bite, 
that you hold me as losely as if I were hot 
iron ? Do be more natural I so I that's right " 
and off they whirled into the giddy mazes of 
the Waltz. Lara danoed with Georgiana a 
second and a third time ; he walked round the 
conservatory with her, and sa in the deserted 
card room, and fetched her ices, and took 
her down to supper. Her daring her 
beauty, her dash and spirit, all of so dif- 
ferent a character from anything he had ever 
seen before, pleased as much as it surprised 
him. And when he went home with a rose in 
his butt(Hi*hole that she had plucked, I fear he 
dreamed and thought more of Georgiana and 
her Otaheitan and voluptuous loveliness th^ 
Lily would have thought advisable. 
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CHAPTEE XIII. 



The next morning Lara called at the house 
of the Professor of Bishareein. The Professor 
was delivering a lecture to three dreary students 
of Oriental literature and five gownsmen who 
were cramming divinity and entertained the 
desperate hope that Bishareein might somehow 
prove a key to the acquirement of Hebrew. 
Miss Prattles however was at home. Lara was 
admitted^ and he felt a sharp twinge of dis- 
appointment on discovering that Georgiana 
was not there. !No ! but Alicia was ! Alicia 
so fairy like^ so symmetrical^ so elegant in her 
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morning peignoir^ faced with sky blue silk, the 
work of Madame Volant, Kue St. Honore. 

Alicia was there, her dark hair simply 
arranged in two broad bands, a little jet 
bracelet and a jet chain sustaining a cross of the 
same metal her only ornaments. 

And so Lara sat down and entered into 
conversation with Alicia. Alicia talked well, 
but very gently ; she turned over the leaves of 
a Book of Beauty with him, she pointed out her 
favourite Khenish views, the bits of Medi- 
terranean sea-scape that she loved the best 
She began to speak of poetry, to quote it, to 
read it. It is a dangerous study with a pretty 
girl for pilot I . Alicia began with Campbell 
and Sogers ; Gertrude of Wyoming led to the 
Pleasures of Hope ; the Pleasures of Hope 
suggested those of Memory ; the amours of 
Jacqueline associated themselves with the Loves 
of the Angels. Then came Lalla Bookh, 
dusky, rich, wild, Oriental Lalla Bookh, all 
spangled with pearls and gems of Golgonda, 
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and redolent of the perfumes of the East 
Then, when the soft strain and balmy Zephyrs 
of Iran and " Araby the blest," of Saboa and 
Peristan, had faded away, the changmg opal 
of Byron's verse succeeded to the deep-glowing 
amber of Moore's. 

Alicia knew Byron as well as a Norman 
boatman knows the shoals and currents of the 
Minquee. She began, as ever, cautiously 
heaving the lead, and plunging gradually and 
safely, but surely into deeper water. She com- 
menced with the Bride of Abydos, a young 
ladylike poem, graceful and iimocent, passed to 
the Corsair, glanced at Lara, for the sake of the 
name, peeped at Beppo, skimmed the Giaour, 
lingered over Parasina, lending the rich 
cadences of her sweet low voice to its thrilling 
yet plaintive couplets, and rushed unhesita- 
tingly into the pages of Don Juan. Lara had 
never^ as it happened, read Byron before, and 
to hear those golden periods, now so mourn- 
fully despondent, now so passionately and 
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ardently loving, for the first time, from the 
lips of a young and loyely girl, was a periloos 
chance at his age. He looked up into her 
dark eyes as she read. They were suflEused 
with tears. She was an admirable actress. 
She wept for Medora, she sorrowed over Gul- 
nare, she sighed for Julia, she was melted by 
the griefs of Haid6e. She looked a good deal 
like Haidee. So Lara thought at least as he 
gazed upon her. The same candour, the same 
purity, the same large eyes, almond shaped and 
very dark, the same white forehead, and hair of 
jetty hue. How well the simple morning dress 
became her ! Lara doubted whether she were 
not as handsome as Georgiana. Alicia went 
on, her musical voice dwelling on the volup- 
tuous stanzas, like the dying notes of a harp. 
Lara wondered at her boldness, but what is so 
bold as innocence ? she read on. Suddenly she 
leaned her head upon her hand, and burst into 
tears. What could Lara do but attempt to 
console her. He took her fair hand and pressed 
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it gently, as if to assure her of sympathy. But 
still the large tears flowed from those dark 
eyes, like dewdrops trickling from a btmch of 
violets. 

" She is too — too sensitive ; the poetry has 
been too much for her," murmured Lara, and 
in effect, in another instant, the beautiful head 
drooped slowly, until it sank on Lara's shoul- 
der, the raven clusters of the hair escaping 
from bondage, and brushing his cheek with 
their silky tresses. The blue veined lids 
closed over the soft eyes, whose lustre shone 
but feebly and partially through the fringe of 
jetty lashes. What wonder if Lara kissed 
them, at first timidly, at last passionately; 
half involuntarily, he drew the sylphlike form, 
so tempting from its very helplessness, closer 
to his breast ; his lips were pressed to hers like 
the Kaight Errant's, to the lips of the Sleeping 
Princess in the hall of enchantment. And 
like the Sleeping Princess, when the warm 
salute of the adventurer had roused her from 
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her dreamless slumber of ages,. the fair Alicia' 
recovered her senses, in part at least, for her 
g^itle eyes opened as softly as the rose-bud 
unfolds her glowing leaves to the vivifying 
influence of the sun of June. They opened, 
those dark faTm-like eyes, swimming yet in 
the liquid pearls, that the woes of the daughter 
of the isles had called forth, and met Lara's 
passionate glance, half tenderly, half reproach- 
fully. 

^^ Alicia, beautiful Alicia !" whispered Lara, 
^^on this hand, this fairy hand, hear me 
swear — ^^ 

' What she might have heard him swear, and 
doubtless she would have willingly Hst^ied to 
the vow, must remain involved in obseurity, 
for at this moment the door opened, and the 
footman announced ^^Lord Guillemot, Mr« 
Patterson, Mr. Crick." And in walked ihree 
gentlemen, hat in hand, bowing^ smiling, and 
lookmg as amiable as they eould. 

Alicia's presence of mind appeared mar* 

VOL. I. K 
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yellous to Lara. She got up in a moment, and 
without any air of being flurried or agitated, 
and began an exchange of small talk, princi- 
pally with Lord Guillemot, while Lara sat 
turning over the leaves of an annual, and 
looking decidedly foolish, and particularly 
guilty. In a very little time he took his leave, 
and receiving a very gentle, almost impercep- 
tible pressure from the tiny hand of Alicia, 
went home in a flutter of pleasure and triumph. 
Five minutes later, while Mr. Patterson and 
Lord Guillemot were examining a new statue, 
a copy of Canova's Venus, just arrived from 
Carrara, Alicia dexterously seized the opp<»:- 
tonity of asking Mr. Crick (a St. Evangelist's 
man, and a great boxer and rowing man on 
the river), if he knew Mr. Brasdefer, and if he 
had heard anything respecting his family and 
fortune. To this Mr. Crick replied, that he 
knew Mr. Brasdefer by sight only, but that he 
believed him to be a very fine young fellow, 
and to belong to a good family. 
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"At least," said Mr. Crick, " I know there^s 
a Sir something Brasdefer in the part of the 
country he comes from. From his way of 
living, I should not think he could be rich, 
but to be sure, he may have expectations," 

"What was that sly little devil, Alicia 
Prattles^ saying to you this morning ?" asked 
Lord Guillemot of Mr. Crick, as they sat down 
to take breath, and imbibe porter at Bichard- 
son^s, after a severe bout with * the gloves ;* 
"while we were looking at the Venus, I 
mean." 

" She asked me who were young Brasdefer's 
sire and dam, and how he was off for soap ;" 
replied the figurative Mr. Crick. 

"She looks as sharp after tin as the old 
Phoenicians did," observed the young lord, 
"and I should not set down Brasdefer as a 
Croesus." 

"He's a good-looking finely made young 

chap," observed Mr. Crick, with a powerful 

pull at the tankard^ to refresh his discourse," 
K 2 
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and does not look at all a fool for a freshman. 
I should not haye thought him green enough 
for Alicia," 

" He nlust be a terrible spoon, though," re- 
marked Lord Guillemot, ^^for he sat there 
blushing like a great school girl, whose love- 
letter has been intercepted by mama. It's a 
pity to see little Alicia wasting her sweetness 
on lads from the country. \ shall take her in 
tow myself some day, and give her a peep at 
Paris." 

"No doubt, your coronet would be prime 
favourite," said Mr. Crick, " but yet Alicia is 
scarcely the damsel that if I were you I should 
choose for Lady Guillemot." 

Lord Guillemot laughed heartily, and the 
tankard being empty, invited Mx. Crick to re- 
sume the gloves, and have what that gentleman 
caUed " a Uttle mill." 
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CHAPTEE XIV. 



Laba. had scarcely finished his breakfast on 
the following morning, when a hurried tread 
echoed through the corridor, a strong hand 
tapped vigorously on the panels of the door, it 
was hastily thrown open, and Sir Douglas 
Dashberry, in complete hunting costutne, 
heavy handled whip in hand and spurs on heel, 
entered the room. Lara rose and welcomed 
him heartily. 

"Pve come to tell you, Brasdefer, that the 
hounds meet only five miles oflf, in a capital 
part of the country, the hill country I moan. 
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You must come with us to-day. Ko denials ! 
Silence gives consent ! Lashkeme is coming 
out with us to-day, and he and I both expect 
you." 

" Well, I am sorry to say no !" answered 
Lara, with a smile, " but you know, probably, 
that I have no horse, no cords and tops." 

" Nonsense, man I" exclaimed the impatient 
Sir Douglas ; " be it my task to mount you ! 
You shall not. trust yourself to the tender 
mercies of Seckham, Symons, or Figg. None 
of their two guinea hired hunters could live 
where we are going to-day, and with such fast 
pups as we are to follow- No, you shall ride 
my Kathleen ; she's waiting for you down 
stairs ; I ride Billy the Bowl myself to-day. 
My man has brought you a pair of big jack 
boots, and spurs ; all you can possibly want. 
Hallo ! you Dick I" he shouted over the stairs, 
" bring up the boots, will you ?" 

And very little time elapsed ere Dick, a 
knowing-looking tiny tiger, entered with a pair 
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of high black boots to which spurs were 
buckled. 

" But my lecture at eleven," said Lara, in a 
hesitating tone, ^^how can I help attending 
it ?" 

" Whose is it ?" asked the baronet. 
" Bioky Cresses," replied Lara. 
*^ Give me a pen ! Oh, here is one," ex- 
! claimed > Sir Douglas, as he seized a sheet of 
. note paper and wrote rapidly in a great dash- 
ing blundering hand. 

^^ There I" he continued, as he folded up the 
. hiUet^ and chucked it to old Peter, as his pon- 
derous form appeared at the door, ^^ give that 
to Mr. Cresses, old slow coach 1" and he 
, dragged Lara down stairs. 
' Waiting in front of the archway was a man 
in a stable dress, who held two horses by the 
bridle. One of them, Sir Douglas' chief favo- 
rite, Billy the Bowl, was a tall and powerful 
brown steed, of immense substance, yet 
thoroughbred and of great swiftness. But the 
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^l^antaud faultlessly fleet limited maie that 
stood beside him, her gracefol head raised, her 
proud neak haughtily arched, the iiear veins 
,4ihining through her almost ttaasparont coat, 
of a delicate chesnut, and as smooth as satixiy 
well mmted the involimtary iescelamatioii of 
admiration 4md wonder that burst fsom Lara 
as hot beheld her. Yes, Eathleeen, Kathleen, 
the pride of Ireland, !B^ithleen of the niride 
nostril, the fiery eye, the flowing mane, 
Kathleen in whose veins boiled the pure blood 
of a. thousand peerless comseza of tibe desert, 
whose breeding was derived from the aneient 
stock that is nourished in the far distant wilds 
ctf the giant Arabia. Kathleen well deserved 
the praise that followed her as she pranced 
along, pawing the ground as if in disdain ; so 
spirited yet so docile, she w^s a steed worthy 
a queen among Amazons. £yen the.^ough 
groom understood, by intuition, the admiration 
which Lara entertained for the beautiftil 
animal, and looked proud and conscious las bo 
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patted 'Kathleen's ne^, anS removed fhe horse- 
(doth ivUch had in part covered -Iter skin. 

«A pretty mare, and in fine condition, is she 
xt0t^ Btasdefer ?' said Sir Doaglas, as he set 
his loot in the slairup, and motinted Biliy the 
3owly not a very ^asy achieyement, by the 
way, as the aforesaid Billy had a dislike to 
bdng monntedy and always plunged a» furiously 
as Watetrton's cayman during the proeess. 

Lara mounted Ejathleen, and they set off at 
a trot* 

^^ No partieular use in hurrying," observed 
Sir Douglas, as they oleared the city; ^^five 
miles is not a great distance, and we are in 
very fair time." 

And accordingly, in little moro than half an: 
hour, they found themselves arrived at the 
side of an immense cover of furze and bracken, 
through which the hounds were slowly strug- 
gling, trying the sharpness of the thorns on 
their mottled hides, and reluctantly obeying 
tibie voices of the huntsman and whips. 
K.5 
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Sevend groups of horsemen, some still in 
the saddle, so^ dismounted, and hol^^ag the 
bridles of their steeds, as they lighted cigars, 
and chatted lazily, were arrived. Several 
kdies were there on horseback, surrounded by 
a cluster of gentlemen. Among them, Lara 
espied Oeorgiana Prattles, mounted on a tall 
spanking grey mare, with a long tail and mane, 
standing sixteen hands and an inch high, and 
possessing plenty of blood, plenty of bone, 
and a feir proportion of flesh. She looked to 
great advantage in the saddle, and contrasted 
forcibly with the more timid Alicia, who, 
mounted on a quiet little cream-coloured pony, 
had come to see the hounds throw off. Half 
a dozen other young ladies had come to the 
cover-side, escorted by a venerable white- 
haired coachman, on an old carriage-horse in 
blinkers, for the same purpose, just as 
spectators of the gentle sex crowd the Ladies' 
Gallery at a city dinner. 

Laia and Sir Douglas approached the fair 
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siaterSy * the yoimger of whom shook her 
imniatore hunting-whip at them in a playfol 
manner, while the elder looked pensive, and 
&youred them with a mild glance from her 
dove-like eyes. 

^^You are coming with us, I trust, Miss 
Prattles ?" said Sir Douglas to Georgian^ as 
he raised his hat. 

^^ To be sure I am, you naughty boy — so 
mind you don't lead me into any mischief,'' 
answered the lovely Georgiana, with her clear 
ringing laugh; ^^ Mrs. Blaokley there, who 
has come out with her husband as usual, is to 
be my chaperon^ so mind you behave properly." 

" How do you do. Sir Doughs ?'^ said Mrs. 
Blackley, in her deep bass voice, so like a 
man's, that it always startled a stranger, ^^ do 
you think we shall find early to-day ? I should 
call it a capital scentiag morning." 

Sir Douglas said he had no doubt whatever 
but that Beynard would soon be scented^ 
and turned away. He did not admire Mrs. 
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Blackley at alL She was a tall, large^bcaiedi 
heayily made woman of forty, possessing a 
great propprticm of muscular sta:ength •fmd 
endurance, a hardy weather beaten face, and 
a degree of nerve approaching to utter feadoss^ 
ness. Mrs. Blackley was not reckless*— she 
was too cool for that ; but her peculiarity was 
an apathetic ignorance of danger. 

Lord Quillemot wa9 there ; but he did not 
deyote himself to Alicia, as might have been 
expected from the tenor of his conversation 
with Mr. Crick ; on the contrary, he was 
talking nonsense, and laughing loudly with 
little Sophy Qwynne, a romping hoyden of a 
school-girl of fifteen, very merry, very pretty, 
very fat, and very saucy, with lively haad 
eyes, and exceedingly red dimpled cheeks. 
Everybody agreed to consider Sophy Gwynne 
a child, though in everything but age and 
stature she was a fully developed woman, and 
she had been allowed to come out on a BkeLggj^ 
pony, as rough and obstinate as a bear or » 



ttule, to see the houads throw off, in a pelisse, 
a tartan frock, a cloth skirt, and a bcmnet, jtust 
M ahe careeiied rotind the paddock at home. 

The maiBter of the hounds takes oat hi6 
watcb, gives the signal to the htmtsman t^ 
press on the hounds deeper into the funse oover^ 
and Lord Lashkeme rides up at a thnndmng 
trot on his gteAt white horse, De Boorgo', 
eeventeen hands high, powerful ais an elephant^ 
and never known to make a mistake. 

^^ You are just in time, my lord ; a quarts 
of an hour later you would have had a long 
chase after the gay train before you.'' 

Hark ! the cry of a hound I no young 
babbling cur that is beguiled by hares and 
rabbits ; but a staunch veteran of the pack, 
who knows he has lighted on the fresh -scent of 
his crafty foe. 

The other dogs know well the cheering voice 
of the experienced warrior ; one by one they 
take up the shrill note ; now, now the merry 
music peals out cheerily from all together, like 
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the var-whoop of Bed Indians on the trail oC 
the flying enemy. And now, with a orashi 
and a burst that would almost waken the dead, 
the yelling pack break from the thorny corer, 
and dash away with a scent breast high^ and at 
a tremendous pace. 

No need now of rating and chiding, no need 
of the master's warning voice and familiar ob- 
jurgations to keep back impatient riders. 
None need be told now not to press upon tb$ 
gallant pack, they fly like pigeons ; catch them 
who can I Hark forward ! forward ! Hark 
away ! 

And starting onward at that maddening 
sound, as the war-horse at the note of the 
clarion, each courser sprang away with the im- 
petus and velocity of a shell pitched from a 
mortar. 

Eowel and lash are useless now; in this 
early freshness of the glorious chase, the 
voices of the furious hounds fill the horses with 
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a fiery ardour that oannot be controlled. 
Hark forward I forward I Hark away ! 

The few first fences are easy for those who 
will leap; and fall of gaps for those who will 
not. The grass ground is as smooth as a 
bowling-green — on they go, thundering over 
the pastures, and dinting the yelyet turf with 
many a wound. 

All the best mounted are abreast. Sir 
Douglas has the lead, a little, just a little, for 
his horse, hot tempered, and hard-mouthed, 
has got the bit between his teeth, and no 
human arm could hold him. Then come Lara, 
Kathleen behaving beautifiilly, and clearing 
everything with the eai^ grace of a flying 
buck, Mrs. Blackley, riding with equal cool- 
ness and daring, and ^^ cutting down" as many 
rash wights as approached her as she possibly 
can, Georgiana, highly excited and tearing 
along in a neck-or-nothing way peculiar to 
herself; and Lord Lashkeme, whose great, 



white hone makes no more of im ox-f6iice ot 
a five-barred piece of etiS timber than an aa«^ 
telope does of a nullah I 

Despite the waaming and deprecatory sfanebsf 
of her sisters, and the fruitless pursuit of <ihe 
respectable old coachman on the heavy car- 
riage-horse, Sophy Gwynne's obstinate pony, 
taking a firm clutch of the bit between his 
teeth, and secretly instigated to this act of 
prasi Rebellion by his. self-willed young mis-^ 
tress, had run away with her with all tibe 
speed which his little sturdy legs were capable 
of; and it was amazing to see how they 
twinkled as he rattled along. Lord Ghiillemot 
kept by her side, on his little fiery grey Arab, 
exceedingly amused at the cries of anguish 
with which the deserted sisters bewailed the 
escapade, and looking admiringly at the fiu^ed 
cheek and laughing eyes of the pretty run- 
away, who^ with her curls blowing about at 
the wild wind's pleasure, her saucy laugh, half 
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:of £ciglity half of delight, and her Itviasg 

Hli9i|>leS) 80emed a yoiuiger.and memer Die 
Vernon. 

TJbie .old master/ who raie fear iport, and 

^ii0t £br^0W| kept Ilia pdaoe well, and watohdd 
mth joy and |»nde the ^iip^or way in which 

, ihe hotmds did tibmr work. 

The oi polhi of the second Aight lagged 
behind in a bng atrag^ling line Hke thatcof a 
SEugmting floek of wildgeeae^ On, on they 
^iv^ttit, g^tmg j&rther and farther into tibe 
hin country, the pace Gitill a most killing one, 
the lances anything hat formidaUe. 

At last, hdweTor^ they got into a district 
where the fences were all walls, bailt of lewse 
stones, and, in smne oases, of considerable 
height. 

Even Mils, j^okl^ did not se^a much to 
fancy these obstacles in her couise ; and Sir 
Douglas haying imprudently rushed at one of 
liie most impracticable iSences, had a tremend- 
ous fall as a punishment for his temerity. 
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• 

Billy the Bowl loIling into the next field in 
oompany with a wheelbarrow load of loose 
stones. 

Then Laia fonnd the comfort of riding an 
Irish mare. Active as a cat^ £athleen sprang 
<m the top of wall npon wall like a forest deer, 
poised herself a moment, and leapt down as 
lightly as a bird. 

Bnt none were sorry when the fox headed 
abruptly towards the valley, and down hill 
they went, Lord Lashkeme's gigantic horse 
clearing solid rails, and threatening bull-findies 
like a stone from a catapult, and seeming 
utterly to disregard the deep day and loam of 
the ploughed lands and wet fisdlows, through 
which the other steeds were labouring fetlodc 
deep. 

The ground was now intersected by many 
small ditches and fences, low but without gaps, 
which were hardly noticed by the equestrians of 
the first flight butwhichitwasnoteasyforLord 
Ghiillemot to get his fair pupil, Sophy, across. 
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Bounding always in her saddle when galloping 
like an india rubber ball, the poor girl, on her 
pony refusing a leap, was twice jerked oSy and 
alighted safely on her feet on the ground, her 
skirt and petticoats remaining hooked up on 
her pommel, and twice she had been replaced 
by Lord Guillemot, with no other damage than 
a blush and a laugh, but the fences did not 
diminish in size, and after she had three times 
rolled head over heels on the turf, and once 
shot over her pony's ears, Sophy declared her 
inability to proceed any &rther. 

^^ But what the deuce am I to do ?P asked 
Lord Guillemot with a discoiosolate air, ^^ it's 
all the fault of those d — d side saddles. Do 
try and ride like a boy, Sophy, do, there's a 
good girL" 

"No, I can't," replied Sophy dolorously, 
" I wish I could-" 

"Then why the deuce can't you?" de- 
manded Lord Guillemot in a vexed tone, ^^but 
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I sui^ose you'll be fbr saying it is'ut proper, 
or some lach confounded nonsense.'' 

^' Well, I would," said the poor girl, *^lmt 

OBOLt Vre got no "the £nal word being 

iriiispered in Lord Guillemot's ear. 

^^ Well I know ibat perfectly, and what on 
Mrth can it matter ? but peibaps you may be 
tight People might think — confound them 
for having the unpudence to think. How am 
I to get you safely home ?" 

^^ I don't know I'm sure, unlesi you could 
tie me on the pony," replied Sophy, ^^and 
mamma will scold so when I come back ; it is 
a pity iihe pony's so hard mouthed," she con- 
tinued with an arch smile. 

^'Oh! mamma won't scold if I beg for 
mercy for the runaway," said Lord Quillemot, 
as he tied his &ir pupil securely to her saddle 
with his martingale, cravat, and handkerchief, 
■and mounting his grey Arab, led by the 
shortest cut he knew of, in the direction of 
what he called ^ the Gwyunery." 
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Meanwhile Billy the Bowl, vehement and 
impetuous as the conifers of Diomede, had 
twice charged impracticable fences at his 
master's bidding, and the original chalk stain 
that had graced the baronet's coat of scarlet^ 
was nearly effaced by a smear of rich clay. 
Lork Lashkeme held on gallantly, turning 
neither to right nor left in his swift career, and 
his ponderous horse striding over the heavy 
lu.d ae . n-oing gi^ ^ kept hi, p.:^ 
on EAthleen, without accident or distress, for 
scarcely one heat stain dimmed the glossy satin 
of her polished coat. Yeiy few of the field 
now maintained their position, but still 
G-eorgiana and Mrs. Blackley continued to be 
^^ first flight," Major Blackley being, as usual 
in a hunt, no where. An hour and a half had 
the run continued wiHiout a check, but now 
the gallant fox, hard pressed by his implacable 
foes, began to droop his brush, and sadly stoop 
his weary head* Stout and hardy as he was, 
the terrific speed of the chase was killing hiiiL 
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He felt his strength sinking, and his heart 
hegan to fail him. Craftiness succeeded to 
swiftness, double after double, ring after ring 
he made, every wile that could draw off the 
destroyers from his trail, was practised. But 
still the hounds, bloodthirsty and furious, 
though baffled for a moment, held on their 
course as grimly as the Furies when in chase 
of the devoted Orestes. In vain did the stout 
hill fox exert the utmost force of his wearied 
limbs in almost supernatural bounds and leaps ; 
in vain did he drive puss from her form, and 
send her down the tainted gale, the hounds 
disdained the ignoble prey, and pressed sternly 
and unrelentingly on ; Eeynard, panting and 
exhausted, is in view. The master waves his 
cap, a joyous halloo bursts from his lips, the 
huntsman takes it up, the whips join in the 
cry, the hounds rush on with a fierce clamour, 
eager, exulting, triumphant, savage, that 
makes the welkin ring. All the first flight are 
up. 
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" The fox will never get up the hill," says 
the master. "No-^never ; the bold marauder's 
forays are o'er — the poultry yards need dread 
the outlaw no longer. See ! like a brave 
fellow, he turns to bay as Jupiter reaches him. 
The hound reels back with bleeding and 
wounded face, dismayed by the desperate snap 
that receives him. Ha ! Pluto has him ! 
tosses him up ; he falls into the midst of the 
pack, they rend him, like hungry wolves, limb 
from limb, and bone from bone ; the torn and 
lacerated fragments of his bleeding and quiver- 
ing flesh vanished down their greedy throats. 
The hunted hero is dead. Who — ^whoop ! 
The huntsman springs from his saddle in the 
midst of the cannibal revel, and flogging 
furiously all dogs within reach of his lash, 
secures the brush. 

Mrs. Blackley deserves it; but she is an 
habitute^ and " at home " in the hunting-field. 
It is given to Georgiana ; and, as they ride 
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CHAPTER XV. 



" What a queer fellow that is, to be sure,^* 
said Sir Douglas Dashberry, as he stood with 
Lara upon the steps that led from the cloisters 
to the quadrangle of the college, and watched 
a solitary student, whose velvet cap and silken 
gown announced him as belonging to the 
privileged order of beings yclept gentlemen or 
feUow commoners, sauntering, with a leisurely 
step, across the grass-plat ; ^^ what a singular 
character ; he contrives to wear his gown like 
a hussar pelisse^ and to make his cap look more 
like a shako than a peaceful trencher." 

VOL. I. L 
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"He is indeed a strange personage," an- 
swered Lara, "and he appears yet more re- 
markable here, where etiquette is so closely 
studied, that one Oxford man resembles another 
as closely as the two Dromios are represented 
to have done. All the reading part of the 
community appear to be afflicted with some 
spinal complaint, which ought to be the only 
excuse for the stoop and the slouching gait 
which they adopt ; all boating men look like so 
many theatrical watermen, or drawing-room 
bargees, in their pink and blue Jerseys, straw 
hats, variegated rowing shirts, and thin soled 
pumps ; while the exquisites vainly try to 
obtain a waistcoat, a stud, or a cane, that may 
be considered unique in the High-street ; and 
the sporting set manifest a rabid fondness for 
green coats and drab wrappers. This man is 
the first and only thoroughbred original that I 
have seen within the walls of a college, and 
his chief peculiarity seems to be his mysterious 
and solitary mode of life." 
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Lara dropped his voice as he concluded his 
remarks ; for, at that moment, the subject of 
them began to mount the flight of steps at th^ 
head of which his .Mend and himself were 
standing. 

As he passed, he bowed slightly to Bash- 
berry, and instantly afterwards crossed the 
cloisters, and yanished under the great arch- 
way of the outer gate. He was a tall and 
elegantly formed young man of six-and-twenty, 
with fine features, that wore a look of settled 
gloom, a colourless though dark complexion, 
curling black hair, and an expression in his 
half-closed eyes that was rather fierce than 
melancholy. His air and bearing were sin- 
gularly at variance with the gait and walk of 
the ordinary denizens of the college, and his 
erect form and measured tread betrayed the 
habits of a military career. As he passed, 
Lara observed that the stranger had a large 
scar on his right temple which his cap could 

not conceal. 
L o 
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"That man,'' said Sir Douglas, as the 
lonely student disappeared, " furnishes a theme 
•f conversation and a riddle for half the wine 
parties given in coUege. As nobody knows 
much about him, everybody considers himself 
privileged to invent a pretty little romance, <rf 
which this gloomy-looking Timon is the h^ra 
I have heard it gravely asserted that he is a 
scion of the Stuart line, a Pretender of the 
nineteenth century ; and I assure you I know 
of four Scots and nearly twice as many English- 
men, whose imaginations having been inflamed 
by Jacobite songs and the Wav^ly novels, 
who are ready, on the slightest encouragement 
or provocation, to vow fealty to him as a new 
€9iarles Edward, and bid defiance alike to 
Hanover and common sense." 

"I never certainly was made acquainted, 
before with the high claims and royal lineage 
of this illustrious personage," answered Lara, 
with a smile, " nor was I ever introduced to 
His Boyal Highness ; but I think I remember 
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hearing Staunton say his name was Lionel 
Willis," 

^^ And Lionel Willis is his name/' said Sir 
Douglas Bashbeny, ^^ or, at least, the name it 
suits him to be known by. Where he comes 
from or of what family he is, no one in Oxford 
knows, and whether he is a man of fortune^ 
who has had the whim of pladng his appella- 
tion (m the college books, or a young hopeful^ 
whose sire has more generously than wisely 
fesolyed^ as the song says — 

That he should walk in 9ilk atiirei 
Aftd siller ha^e to spare^ 

is equally a matter of conjecture. Certain it is 
that he never mentions his governor or his 
home-^rarely speaks at all-^never infringes 
any of the TJniversity rules— neither reads nor 
hunts — and is as perfect a hermit as Fagging 
Brown himself, though he never touches a 
book out of lecture, unless it be a volume of 
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poetry or a nov^, and though he looks as it 
nature had meant him for something tetter 
than a mere moping kill-joy and wet blanket. 
He is rich, for his rboms are splendidly 
famished ; he has a couple of superb horses at 
Seckham's stables, one of the most beautiful 
boats that Searle ever built upon the watelf 
near the meadows, a noble black dog that half 
the dog-stealers in Oxford are crazy to capture, 
and the perfeoticm of Navarrese valets." 

" And, no doubt," observed Lara, ** some of 
these gentlemen who have taken such pains to 
find out the natal place and private affairs of 
Mr. Lionel Willis have not neglected the 
obvious means of obtaining information which 
questioning the valet would affoid." 

" That is not so very easy a task," said Sir 
Douglas Dashberry, with one of his clear 
ringing laughs, "for the fellow is neither a: 
Gascon nor a Bearnese; but comes ftom; 
Andoore, that happy valley and tributary 
country, of whose existence so few soe a\rare, 
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tod speaks a horrible jargon, half French, 
half Spanish, while few of our alumni are con- 
versant with any language that has not been 
dead and buried many centuries ago. Alma 
Mater, you know, has the tastes of a ghoule or 
a body-snatcher, as far as tongues are con- 
cerned, and very few of her children under- 
stand a syllable of French. In consequence, 
nothing has been elicited respecting Mr. Lionel 
Willis's former career, except that he bears 
some foreign title, Andr6 Sauvage invariably 
jBtyling him Monsieur U Comte or Senor el 
Conde^ and that he has served in some 
army.'' 

^^ Any one can see, by his bearing and walk, 
that he has been a soldier," observed Lara, 
^^ besides, there is the scar on his brow for 
corroborative evidence." 

"True," said Dashberry, "that mark is 
evidently caused by a sabre cut, and must have 
been once a frightful gash. He hides it as 
much as he can ; but it is of little use. No 



223 FALconnffi^ mn^. 

(me but tiie ProYMt, -vrho betieret airfthi&gj 
oreditR his «tory of a fall ovw a ^d» ad a 
child. Au reste^ for I see you will neTOT b6 
satisfied until I tsQ you all I kueW about this 
martial anchorite; he seldom acoepts invita*' 
tions, and never talks before oompany — good 
llirough his lectures with a nonchalant Bui 
careless ease that amases the tutor — ^rides like 
Ducrow or Oabaidestcm, but never with a com- 
panion — and rows his little skiff about the most 
unfrequented waters near Oxford. In the common 
room he is silent, and is generally good 
tempered, unless a Don, as sometimes happens, 
sneers at his taciturn and morose habits or 
endeavours to persuade him to assimilate 
himself tohis fellow students. Mafml you should 
see him then ! no wild bull was ever half so fierce: 
He makes the Bursar blush and the Dean 
tremble, with the mildest specimens of his 
furious Philippics. For the fmi of the thing, 
I once got Macgregor and Patterson to assemble 
their Jacobite friends and ser^ade Willis with 
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the old ditty of " He'g comin^ again," but not 

• V 

even the assuranbe that he was th)d ^^ King o' the 
Hieland hearts/^ oould melt the stony "bosomed 
Willis, who rushed out and put the tuneMband 
to flight, kicking Macgregor'^ down stairs, 
flinging Patterson after him as easily and coolly 
if he had been a puppy or a kitten, and horse-^ 
whipping the company generally with im- 
common vigor and activity. Since that time, 
as you may suppose, no one has attempted 
anything which Willis could construe into a 
liberty, except Jack Barker, the man who is 
always fighting cads and bargees, and whoni 
Willis caned so severely, in the cloisters, for 
Isreading on his dog's foot wilfully; that Barker's 
cries actually brought the Dean out of the 
chapel and the Bursar out of his rooms. Willis 
is a gentlemanly fellow who provokes nobody, 
while he is so fierce, if roused, that the most 
noisy and riotous of our men have determined 
never to molest him." 

L 5 
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"On the whole then," said Lara, " this 
Oxford Hamlet of yours seems to be a very 
morose, disagreeable sort of personage, whose 
only merit is a bull-dog courage. I wonder^ 
considering how particular and precise the XJn- 
niyersityAuthoritiesusuallyare about baptismal 
certificates and good conduct testimonials,- 
that the Bons should have admitted him 
into the somewhat numerous family of Alm^ 
Mater." 

"A silver key," replied Sir Douglas, ^^ will 
open more jealously guarded doors than that 
of this or any other college. Now do not, I 
pray of you, go away with the erroneous 
impression that bribery had anything 
to do with the matriculation of Mr. Lionel 
Willis, or that he carried the place by storm, 
cheque book in hand. Little as I like or 
admire many of the heads of Houses, I do not 
fancy any of them would lake a bank note to 
admit a suspicious or improper person. But 
Provosts and Masters are but mortals, and 
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vanity is their besetting sin. There is a sort 
of rivalry between the various colleges con- 
oerfiing the number of tufts, gentlemen com- 
moners, and rich men, attached to their 
respective monkeries. A gold tuft, or a hat 
(since noblemen seem to consider the wearing 
of tufts as a mark of vulgar ostenation, and 
in consequence prefer their privilege of being 
attired like the academic portion of mankind) 
may, as every one knows, infringe twice 
as many regulations as a velvet cap, to 
say nothing of the envied and enviable exemp- 
tion from study, and the right to the honorary 
degree, while a velvet cap, en revanche has the 
pas over a cloth one on all occasions, and is 
much more leniently treated with respect 
to its peccadilloes than its less aristocratic 
rival. Now there is rather a lack of silk 
gowns in your college, and par consequence^ the 
Dons were glad to hook Willis for their com- 
mon room. But it is getting late ; I fancied 
I heard the bell just now, and we must leave 
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the quadrangle for the streets if we do aaof 
t^rish to be locked in altogether.^' Lara assented' 
to this proposition, and the two young men^ 
passed under the archway and emerged j&t)m 
the great gates, in front of which several dog- 
dealers were stationed, bearing in their arms 
or holding in leash almost every variety of the 
canine species, from the greyhound to the^ 
buU-dog, skye terriers, and spaniels which 
were, or were said to be, of the genuine 
Blenheim and King Charles breed, particularly 
abounded, and the vendors alternately implored* 
liara to purchase a silky-haired pet with ears 
much too heavy for its head and neck, and 
conjured Dashberry to become the ' owner of a. 
grim bull terrier whose prowess and skill in 
contests with rats were highly lauded. " Look 
at Tommy, your honour. Sir Douglas," said a 
ragged varlet in a tattered postillion's jacket, as 
he held up a snarling and bristly terrier whose 
lank hair was as stiff and harsh as wire, " look 
at Tommy ! Sir, just am't he a beauty ? killed 



nxfy^piiine rats in eight a&d tdrbj minutes tbe 
Very first day as he was entered at Termia, and 
only eighteen months old, as trae as I'in stand** 
inghere.'^ 

" DonH be vexing toe gentleman with your 
Tommies!" said a sturdy fellow with a patch 
over one eye, " here, your honour, here's 
Cato, as pinned the bull at Marlow last spring 
that had gored and tossed twenty dogs. He's 
a thorough game 'un, he is I he lays hold when 
he's told, and he holds on till he's made to let 
go. He grabbed a young fellow's hand the 
other day, and I had to singe him ^with the red 
hot poker to take him off. He's a regular rum 
'un, he is I will you buy him, your honour ? 
ten yellow-boys is the least I can take for him, 
and he's cheap at the price. Come, Cato, come 
and show yourself, my jewel." Cato, thus ad-» 
jured, and feeling a strong tug at the chain 
that was riveted to his brass collor, came into 
view, looking as like a jewel as was possible 
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for a huge and powerful built white buU-dog^ 
with bandy legs, a red yioious eye, short sleek 
hair, and a head apparently much too big for 
its body. This engaging animal waddled slowly 
forward, and corroborated his master's asser- 
tions with respect to its excessive ferocity by a 
deep and muttering growl. Meanwhile Lara 
was assailed on one hand by a oast off groom 
who entreated him to buy abrace of greyhounds, 
and on the other by a dealer in spaniels who 
besought him to purchase a lap-dog for a 
present to a lady. 

" No thank you, we want no dogs to-day," 
said Sir Douglas Dashberry, as he began to 
push through the crowd, " and as for you. 
Potts, you ought not to bring out that savage 
brute of yours without a muzzle. He'll be 
doing some mischief to man or beast one day 
that wiU get his owner into a serious scrape." 

Just at this moment the mysterious Mr. 
Lionel Willis appeared, with a magnificent 



dog, coal black in ookmty aod of great size,^ 
which followed its maatei; with a slow and 
stately step. 

" What a noble dogi" exclaimed Lara ; '^ it 
is by far the handsomest I have ever seen in 
Oxford," 

"It is a Pyrenean wolf-hound ;" said Sir 
Douglas, " and as his dog and his servant both 
come from the Spanish frontier many think 
that Willis has fought in one or other of the 
two armies that used to desolate! Spain, and 
that his habitual melancholy and reserve are 
the results of some events that took place in 
that romantic land." 

As the Pyrenean wolf-hound drew near, the 
inferior quadrupeds which beloiiged to the dog- 
fanciers, slunk respectfully out of the way, as 
recognising in the stranger, a canine, patrician. 
Cato, however, who was as fearless as he was 
surly, being secretly instigated by his pro-, 
prietor, who wished to try a desperate expcr 
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dient to wia the applause, and secure the 
eostom of so renowned a sportsman, as Sir 
Douglas Dashberry, flew at the intruder liket 
a tiger, uttering a short, but lurious bark, and 
seized him by the throat. By a sudden and 
vigorous effort, the assailed animal hurled the 
buU-dog from him with a force, that made him 
roll over and over in the dust. But a thorough- 
bred bull-dog is not an antagonist to be easily 
daunted or got rid of, so Cato was rather 
stimulated than disheartened by this repulse, 
and in another instant, the two dogs were 
fighting savagely in the midst of a whirlwind 
of dust, rolling over and over, tearing and 
grappling with the utmost ferocity, and a 
chorus of savage cries and growls, that 
effectually kept at bay those who wished tq 
part them. 

^' Call off your dog, Potts," said Sir Douglas 
angrily to the dealer, " call him off this 
instant.'' 



" IVs very well to toy call 'un, yoxrr honour,*' 
answered Potts with a grin ; " hut he wouldn't 
come. He's deaf." 

**Then take him ofi^ you scoundrel," said 
the baronet sternly, ** or I promise you, yoti 
shall never sell another cur in Oxford, Do 
you think I did not see you encourage that 
brute of a bull-dog of yours to attack the 
other ? separate them I say, or you will repent 
it." 

" I dursn't, Sir Douglas," answered the man 
sullenly, " I dursn't go to part two such beasts 
as them, nor no one else neither." 

" Coward !" said Willis, who till this time 
had been standing tranquilly by. Then with 
an unruffled countenance, and the most perfect 
composure, he walked towards the spot where 
the canine gladiators were struggling for 
victory. All were amazed at the strahger's 
temerity. 

" I advise you not to touch the bull-dog 
sir," said Sir Douglas, as he saw Willis deli* 
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berfttely approach the place where the enraged 
anifnalfl, torn and bleeding, were still battlingi 
with unwearied ardour and redoubled ani- 
mosity, ^^ he is a dangerous brute to handle at 
all times, but now he is too fierce to allow even 
bis master to check him." 

^^ I thank you, Sir Douglas, for your kind 
warning," replied Willis with a smile, but 
there is really nothing to be apprehended." 

So saying, he stooped suddenly, caught the 
buU-dog by the throat, and encircling the dog's 
muscular neck with his strong hands, dragged 
him from his hold, lifted him up, and swingiog 
him twice round, flung him to a considerable 
distance. Cato's intelligence was not great, 
and his temper was far from amiable, but as 
far as courage went, he was a hero. He 
i^rung up, rushed forward as furiously as a 
raging Berserkar in his attack upon the hostile 
lines, and made a desperate bound at the £Etce 
of his human enemy. Willis, however, un- 
dauntedly awaited the attack, and catching the 
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ddg by the neck once more, held him hst with 
OlQie hand, and pommelled him so severel/ with 
the other, that when the punishment was 
concluded, - and Cato set at liberty, he set off 
towards his home at a rapid trot, with drooping 
tail, and so crest fallen an air, that the curs 
who had previously quailed before him, now 
pursued his flight with insulting clamours. 
During the performance of this exploit, the 
spectators had looked on with the same breath- 
less and wondering anxiety, with which the' 
populace of Bome were wont to watch the con- 
test waged with a wild beast by some hardy 
gladiator, but when the victory was no longer 

* 

doubtful, they set up a deafening cheer of 
triumph and applause. Meanwhile the con- 
queror turned round, and flourishing his silver* 
headed cane with a menacing air, looked about 
for the bull-dog's master. Mr. Potts, however, 
considering Cato as the braver and more for- 
midable brute of tne two, had skulked away 
«K« after witae»mg the deLt rf hi, fevourite. 
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taid. whea Lionel Willis entered the giLte of 
the oollege, a murmtir of admiration greeted 
him from a number of fast men, who had beeii 
witnesses of his daring exploits^ 
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CHAPTEE XVI. 



The following Thursday evening was fixed for 
a great ball near Woodstock, which almost all 
the " presentable" young men in Oxford had 
resolved to attend. At about four o'clock, 
Lara, strolling leisurely along the High Street, 
encountered Sir Douglas Dashberry. 

" I may mark this day with a white stone, 
as my stupid old coach Prosemore says when 
lecture is let off," exclaimed the gay Baronet ; 
" Oh Lara, Caro mioy you cannot tell how many 
hearty laughs the young fellows who are 
besieging the tailors' and jewellers' doors have 
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afforded me. Davies, of the Welsb college, is 
hiring diamond rings to appear in to-night, to 
look like a Begum, I fancy ; and Jones, his 
constant chum, has tried the effect of thirty 
sets of studs in the bosom of his shirt, and 
such a shirt, ye powers ! all pink ballet-girls and 
boa constrictors ! I recommended him a brooch, 
with something uncommonly like a leek set in 
it, and the simple fellow was so pleased at the 
proposal, as to beg me to fix an early day to 
sup with him, with a chosen band of Howels, 
Prices, and Merediths for company, and toasted 
cheese, and ^' Cwr Dda^'* for viands ; true 
Cambrian nectar and ambrosia ! Are you going 
to the ball to-night ?" 

" Of course I am," replied Lara, " who is 
not going to the ball to-night? At ordi- 
nary balls, white muslin preponderates over 
black coats, but I would wager anything you 
like, that there will be six young men present 
this evening, for every girl in the room." 

"To be sure," said Sir Douglas, "and in 
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the same way^ masters of hounds hate arrang- 
ing their fixtures too near Oxford, lest thejr 
should be mobbed to death ]}y an Epping hunt 
of clumsy riders. Luckily, however, the maiden 
bashfuhiess of the greater part of these in- 
genuous youths, causes them to elbow each 
other on the staircases, and tread on each 
others' toes on the stairs, where they habitually 
herd together in great crowds, like frightened 
cattle, blushing like young ladies just come 
out, tearing their gloves, and plucking to 
pieces the flowers in their button holes, and 
chuckling to one another, and keeping as care- 
fully aloof from the flutter of a petticoat, as 
they would from the explosion of a powder 
magazine. It is only after supper that their 
modesty evaporates, and that they venture to 
dance, and then their conduct is as grotesquely 
extravagant, as it was formerly shy and awk- 
ward ; since as they twirl round the room in a 
waltz or a polka, their liveliness is obviously de- 
rived from the fames of gooseberry champagne, 
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and they resemble Quakers enacting the part 
of gallants of the Court of Louis le Grand. 
But if these young gentlemen are inferior in 
dancing to Yestrisy and in polish to Lord 
Chesterfield^ they at least eclipse all rivals in 
splendour of attire. The pins, chains, and 
rings, the brilliants and lace frills, worn this 
night will be a perfect galaxy. And such 
glorious ideas of ball costume as some of our 
High Street iUganU indulge in. Tom Dicker- 
ton begged me to tell him whether a blue 
satin waistcoat, spangled all over with silver 
stars, was sufficiently fiill dress for a ball ; and 
I know a score of Queen's men, who will per- 
sist in wearing coloured stocks and fancy gilete. 
The shop of our old friend, Count Spires, is 
redolent of singed hair, and pomade and bear's 
grease are in such demand that I should an« 
ticipate an immediate rise in the price of lard. 
But the best of all is to come. I caught Pol- 
lard — ^you know Pollard, the reading man of 
Magdalen — ^with a pot of rouge before him, 
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and a hare's foot, with which he proposes 
transferring some of the carmine to his salbw 
cheeks, which resemble nothing so much, poor 
fellow, as an antique parchment Poor Pol- 
lard, some wicked wag had persuaded him that 
heiresses were as plenty as blackberries in the 
neighbourhood of Woodstock ; and he fancies 
that a little more colour would render him an 
eligible aspirant for the hand and fortune of 
some lovely girl ; and Pollard, who, I believe, 
never was in a drawing-room in his life, is 
already a lady-killer in imagination^ Long 
life to the M. C, and the stewardsiof this most 
welcome and glorious hop I Thanks to them, 
white waistcoats and patent leather boots are 
going oS as rapidly as- squibs and crackers on 
the fifth of November, Apropos ! it will be 
the' fifth ere long, and a first-rate town 
and gown row is anticipated* Why the hostile 
parties always select the anniverawy of the 
Gunpowder Plot to give battle passes my poor 
comprehension. The custom is an ancient one, . 

VOL, I. M 
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and dates before the origin of Puseyism^ and 
therefore it can scarcely be sympathy with the 
detected conspirators that impels the colle- 
gians against the motley posse of butcher boys 
and bargees ; nor can it be Protestant zeal that 
urges the townsmen so unmercifully to pummel 
the gownsmen. But the famous fifth is, year 
by year, getting less observed and less under- 
stood, thanks to the march of intellect and the 
new police ; the gas-lamp has banished the bon- 
fire. Formerly when one asked the noisy mob 
around the blazing pile of faggots and pitch 
barrels that formed the auto-da-fe of the arch- 
traitor's image, why they bellowed and shouted, 
the answer was — 

" * Summut agin the Papists !' 
" Now-a-days they are iiiuch less practically 
polemical; and last year I asked one of the 
boys who was helping to parry round the grim 
effigy of Guy Fawkes, for the purpose of col- 
lecting contributions, what he and his comrades 
meant to do with the stuffed figure. 
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To bum him, your honour/ was the lad's 
answer. 

*^ ^ And why do you want to bum him ?' I 
enquired, expecting to hear some traditional 
episode in the history of the times of King 
James the First. 

" * Because he ain't no more use when we've 
got all the money,' was the boy's most inimita- 
ble reply. 

"See, there are four freshmen emerging 
from the pastrycook's, where they have been 
drinking cherrybrandy to elevate their spirits. 
I would bet a pony now that they are going to 
toss up to discover the luckless wight, who 
shall pay for a pair horse fly to and from 
Woodstock, since that is the style of vehicle 
which freshmen, through dread of the Proctor, 
and regard for the statutes of the University, 
generally choose. I will, however, prove the 
truth of my humiliating suspicions." 

And as four very raw-looking youngsters ap- 
proached, the giddy baronet waved his hand 
H 3 
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aflEably to one of them, who instantly ap- 
proached him, reddening up to the ears with 
pleasilre at being publicly noticed by so styUsh 
and dashing a character as Sir Douglas Dash- 
berry. 

" Good day, Simpson I" said Sir Douglas.; 
^^ you mean to break some fair hearts at Wood- 
stock to-^night, no doubt. You wouldn't think 
it, Brasdefer," he continued, " but I can assure- 
you that Simpson, (he lives hardly a mile off 
my place,) is reckoned a kind of county Don- 
Juan, a very dangerous kind of fellow indeed I 
On my word, I am afraid I ought to warn the 
M. C. of his formidable reputation, for the 
good papas and mammas who are to attend the 
ball have no notion what a wolf is commg 
among, their flock of muslin-clad sheep. And 
how dow do you go over, Simpson ?" went oh 
Sir Douglas, smiling as he observed the face of 
his dupe growing redder and redder with de- 
light and sheepishness, at being, as he fancied, 
so highly complimented by one of the fastest 
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of Oxonians ; " how do you go over ? No 
doubt, you do the thing in sporting style, and 
take a fly fix)m the Mitre, eh ?" 

*^ Yes, w<i have bespoke a fly," answered tihie 
young neighbour of the gay baronet; ^^and 
dear enough it is at four guineas for the even-* 
ing ! But there is a point on which I and my 
friends cannot agree, and that is whether a 
blue JoinviUe tie, with fringed ends, is the 
|iroper sort of thing to wear in a ball-room. I 
wish you would be kind enough to give us a 
hint. Sir Douglas, you who know all about 
fiffihion and etiquette, and that kind of 
thing," 

" Undoubtedly," replied Sir Douglas, with a 
&ee of the most solemn gravity, while Lara 
was obUged to turn h^s head away to conceal 
an inepressible smile, ^^ undoubtedly a Join- 
viUe, for a man who can afford to wear so ex- 
pencdve and pretentious a style of cravat, is 
the very best kind of neckcloth for a festjj^ 
occasion as the present. Good afternoon,^ 
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SimpBon; we Bhall meet again at Fhilippi, I 
mean Woodstock, of course. By the bye," 
continued Sir Douglas, turning abruptly round, 
and confronting the freshman the moment 
after, "you are probably aware that most of 
the dons will be there ? and you are "going in 
academicals, of course ?'' 

" No, Sir Douglas," answered Mr. Siq^pson, 
his eyes expressing stupefaction and amaze- 
ment, " we had not intended it ; nor, in faol^ 
had any of us the slight^t idea that it was 
necessary." 

^^ Ton don't say so J" replied ^ Douglas, 
in a tone of indignant compassion ; " what 
shameful, what atrocious negligence on the 
part of your tutor. He should have taken 
care to have informed you of the necessity, the 
absolute, imperative necessity, for your assum- 
ing the dress which the laws of the University 
command you to adopt. How very, very lucky 
that you happened to meet with me, and that 
^ by accidentally asji^ing the question which I 
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didy I have been able to saye you all from 
ruin and disgrace. Yes, disgrace ! I repeat 
it l^' said Sir Douglas, who could only restrain 
his laughter by the most violent muscular ex- 
ertions, for the four novices now surrounded 
him, and, with open mouths and awestruck 
countenances, were evidently regarding him as 
the arbiter of their destiny. "You look as- 
tonished, gentlemen," continued the Baronet ; 
" and indeed it is not surprising that you 
should do so. I cannot sufficiently blame and 
condemn the carelessness and apathy of your 
tutor, in not having given you proper advice 
on an occasion like the present, when even the 
plea of ignorance would not have availed to 
excuse, what must have seemed to the dons, 
wilful disobedience and impertinence. An 
ignominious expulsion would probably have 
been the doom pronounced by the Vice-Chan- 
cellor, and you would have been obliged to 
quit Oxford with hopes nipped in the bud and 
blighted prospects, had you not fortunately 
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met with me bdfofe taking th^&tal ^tep wMch 
you contemplated." 

After this peroration, Sir Douglas 3to{^d 
to take breath ; *the four freshmen, whose peril 
formed the theme of his. impassioned eloquence 
were visibly a£Eected; and Lara, biting hi3 
lips to restrain his misrrimenty was divided be- 
tween enjoyment of the jest and pity for the 
victims, whose complete mystificati<m Sir 
Douglas seemed to be bent upon. 

^^Then, Sir Douglas, you say it is aotuaily 
imperative on TTniversity men to appear at 
'parties dressed as if for chapel or for lectiore ?'' 
asked» the trembling Mr. Simpson. 

** This is . the rule," answered Sir Douglas^ 
dietatorially, and in a most impo^g and ^rave 
tone of vmae. *^ All first year men, like your- 
'Selves, must appear in full academical costume, 
•which is, on no account, to be laid aside, even 
in dancing. Second and third year meii, like 
myself, are exempt from this rule, but it is> 
de rigumr that Masters of Arts and JPoctors 
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should Vear their soarlet hoods. The senior 
Proctor will be there in his velvet sldev^ and 
in his offioiatcapacity, attended by his myrmi- 
dons, and any^ imdergraduate who infirh^es 
the laws of Alma Mater will be quickly de- 
tected and destined for punishment But stay, 
you are a scholar, I think, are you not?" he 
cdntihued, addressing Simpson. 

Mr. Simpson replied in the affirmative. 

" Then," said the pitiless baronet, " it will 
be right for you to appeear in your surplice, 
since all scholars should be rigidly en gtdnde 
tenue. ' As for your friends, the simple cap and 
gowU' will suffice for them. By the way, we 
may as well go over to Woodstock together, so 
suppose you dine with Brasdefer and myself at 
the Star, sharp seven o'clock ?" 

Mr. Simpson would be very happy, Mr. 
Qreene would be very happy, Mr. Twistle 
would be very happy, and so would Mr. Sands- 
bury. 

M 5 
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"All right!" exclaimed Sir Bon^as, de- 
lighted at the success of his schemes ; ^^ you 
may as well countermand the fly too. I can 
lend you four capital ns^s, and we can all ride 
over to the Bear together after dinner* You 
are all proficients in the. e({uestrian art and 
science, no doubt ?" 

Mr. Simpson, and Mr. Twistle modestly 
blushed and said, that they could ride ^'a 
little," as they qualified it, while Mr. Greene 
said he would try, and Mr. Sandsbury said he 
could, and indeed eventually proved to be a 
first-rate horseman, his sire being a. respectable 
gentleman farmer . in Shropshire, and he him- 
self having been traine4 to follow the hounds 
from boyhood. 

" Eemember, seven to a minute," said Sir 
Douglas, taking leave of the freshmen, and 
turning towards Corn-Market Street; "you 
will find my hacks clever trotters ; and as the 
roads are in such fine condition, owing to the 
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frosty there is no fear of being splashed — so 
you may ride in pumps and silk stockings, if 
you like, Au revoir P^ 

" This is too bad of you, Dashberry I" said 
Lara to his friend, as they were on the point 
of separating in Corn-Market Street; "you 
are as malicioas to-day and as fond of hoaxing 
as Waspbrook himself. A little quizzing is all 
very well; but you surely cannot have the 
heart to send the poor fellows arrayed in caps 
and gowns into the ball-room. Such a joke 
would be too cruel." 

" Not a bit of it," replied Sir Douglas ; 
"they will be laughed at, of course; but 
what harm was ever done to a fellow by a 
little wholesome ridicule, especially to such a 
set of milksops as our dear friends yonder? 
Besides, as thousands of mild and humane men 
have maintained that, while for the rest of 
mankind freedom is a priceless boon and bless- 
ing, the negro race have been especially marked 
out for slavery, so we fast Oxonians learn to 
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eoBfiader a freshmaa as ^ DamioalafoBg)' a thiag 
to be made fun of.'' 

"But do you really mean to intrust your 
luirses to such dumsy riders ?" asked Laira. 

" Forbid it, shades of the Gbdolphin and 
and Darlington AiabiassP' CTolaimed Sir 
Douglas, with a start of tragio iRomr. " Sueh 
a supposition is too monstrous. I shall simply 
order four good roadsters from Seokham or 
from Figg ; and if any of the four happens to 
have a spice of the devil in 'him, why, font 
mieux for us, and tantpis for the homes of our, 
or, if you prefer me to haye the sole glory of 
the exploit, my dupes. Addio I be at the Star 
by seven." 

Just as this moment, however, Mr. Simpson 
came running up very fitst, breathless and 
flushed. 

" Pm so glad to have caught you, Sir 
Doughlas/' said he ; "I have forgotten 
whether it was at the Angel or the Star tha^ 
we are to dine." 
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^^ Tke star, to besurei my dear feUow/' said 
Sir Xtoiiglas. 

When suddenly he osnight sight of the 
senior Proctor, who, in all the dignity of office 
and all the bravery of yelvet sleeves, came 
sweeping down the street, with the stately 
stmt of a promenading peaeo^k, his obsequious 
myrmidtms following dosely at his heels. 

As this dreaded and majestic functionary 
met the glance of Sir Douglas, the busy fi^id 
of mischief whispered a counsel in his ear. 

^^ Simpson,'' said he, in a low voice, ^^ here 
ia a golden opportunity for yon to claim one of 
the privileges of a new member of the Univei^ 
sity. You see the Proctor — go over the way 
—confront him boldly — ^take oflf your cap— {it 
is an ancient custom) —and hold it out to him 
in the form of a cup — ^you are certain not to 
be unnoticed. This ceremony is called capping ; 
you tutve heard of capping — even a huntsman 
does it after the fox is killed ; I am sure, too, 
short as the time of your residence in Oxford 
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has been, that you must have heard some allu- 
sion to so well-known and venerable a practice 
as ^ capping the proctor.' " 

" Certainly," said Mr. Simpson, delighted 
with the amount of his acquaintance with the 
manners and fashions of the Uniyersity ; ^^ I 
have heard Wilkins and St. John, of our col- 
lege, allude to it. But why is it done ?" 

" It is done,'' replied Sir Douglas, " to show 
proper deference and respect to the Proctor 
and to Alma Mater, whose police he superin- 
tends, his office rendering him a sort of Oxford 
Fouch6. But I have known generous and ec- 
centric Proctors place bank notes of large 
amount in the extended caps of young and de- 
serving gownsmen. This munificence is easily 
supported by the princely revenues attaching 
to their high dignity. Make haste, at any 
rate, to try your fortune." 

The doomed freshman waited no longei^ but 
crossing the street with a brisk step, placed 
himself in the centre of the trottoir. 
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On tbe approach of the dignitary, he took 
off his cap, waved it gracefullj in the air, and 
presented it to the Proctor with something be- 
tween the air of a soldier saluting his officer 
and a beggar petitioning for alms. 

The Proctor instantly stopped, and fixed a 
withering glance on the audacious occupant of 
the pavL He entertained no doubt that a 
wilfiil insult was intended in the mock respect 
of this extraordinary reverence,, and he was 
equally astonished and indignant. His portly 
form dilated with wrath, his jolly face grew 
crimson, his eyes flashed, his shaggy brows 
knit into a heavy frown of angry menace ; his 
huge sleeves appeared to sympathise with the 
passion of their wearer, and shook convulsively, 
while his voice was choked by surprise and 
iU-humour, and it was only after gasping and 
xshuckling for some seconds, that he was able 
to say — 

" What is your name, sir, and which is your 
college ?" 
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The fireshman, who had kept his eyes 
modestly fixed upon the ground, and in oonto- 
qnencOi had not remarked the knitted biowr 
and loigry flash with whieh the Proctor had 
received his salute, mentioned his cognomen 
and flie appellation of his college, and being 
commanded to present himself before the in- 
censed dignitary the next morning, stood out 
of the way to let the great Ehadamanthus of 
Oxford go by. As the Proctor's marshalmen 
passed the imhappy delinquent, their &ces ex-^ 
pressed a curious mixture of compassion and 
Qoonij which it would have greatly edified Mr. 
Simpson to have beheld. The worthy fresh* 
man however saw not the contempt blended 
with pity that marked the countenances of the 
sturdy follewers of the academical Cadi, but 
made the best of his way back to the side of 
Sir Douglas Dashberry, who was laughing 
heartily on the opposite side of the street. 
Lara stood beside him with an air rather of 
annoyance than amusement, and appeared to 
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be remonstrating with his mirth-loring aad 
xmsorupulaus friend upon the cruelty of the last 
hoax of which the wretched novice had been 
ike victim. 

" Pshaw ! 'Brasdefer ! you are too tender- 
hearted ;" said Sir Douglas, " when I was a 
freshman I assure you nobody was m^ciful to 
me. On the contrary, I was quizzed and 
mystified for the first term or so, imtil I fidrly 
axpected to be obliged to leave the University. 
I was invited to breakfast with the Yieer 
chancellor the day aft^ I came up into resii- 
dence (by the bye, 1 wonder why college mea 
always talk of going up to Oxford and down to 
every other place, even London,) and I went 
and was the laughing stock of dons and under- 
graduates for a month after, for my pain& 
You know the trick, no doubt, Brasdefer, for it 
is as stale and clumsy a ruae as one can well 
imagine, but it generally, strange to say, 
succeeds, and fresh generations of neophytes 
are entrapped by the same stratagem that bam- 
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boozled their grandsires. Of course the letter 
was written by a man in my college who made 
a custom of inviting all green-looking young 
gentlemen, and I suppose he did me the honour 
to class me among the category, to share the 
matutinal meal of the worthy Chancellor. I 
was very irate at finding out the deception, 
and when, as ill luck would have it, the 
Chancellor's scout brought me a genuine invi- 
tation, I was so furious at what I considered 
an attempted renewal of the former trick, 
equally insulting to my understanding, and 
my personal dignity, that I kicked the Vice's 
Ganymede down stairs, charging him with a 
thousand vituperative messages to his master, 
which the fellow, irritated at my violence, 
fiuthfdlly delivered to his principal. I was 
summoned by the Proctor, an hour after, and 
nothing but my baronetcy saved me from ex- 
pulsion ; as it was, I was gated for so long a time 
that I cherished some vague ideas of an action 
for false imprisonment against the college 
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authorities, and moreover, was ordered to write 
so lengthy an imposition that it cost me three 
guineas to get it done bj that time honoured 
means, the aid of a friendly hair-dres- 
ser. But hush ! the sapient Simpson has 
arrived within earshot. Well, Simpson I" ex- 
claimed Sir Douglas, as the freshman stood be- 
fore him ; " you did it beautifully, and the 
only thing there was to find fault with was, 
ihst you were rather too graceful, and self-pos- 
sossed for a novice. I should not wonder if 
the Proctor suspected, from the ease, and 
freedom from awkwardness, of your demeanour, 
that you were a second or third year man, and 
wishes to see your certificate of matriculation 
before he, begs you to accept the customary 
largesse." 

"Very likely," said Mr. Simpson, oheer- 
fally ; ^^ he certainly requested me to call upon 
him at ten o'clock to-morrow morning." 

" Did he ! you're in luck then I" said Sir 
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Douglas, with a laugh, the purport of T^iich 
was Hebrew to Mr. Bimpaon* 

<^ I advise you to be punctual. Bring your 
certificates of baptism, and matriculation, and 
any good conduct testimonials you may happen 
to have in your desk at home with you to- 
night. Tell your friends to do the sama 
Each of you must show them on entering the 
ball-room, when you give up your ticket 
They are necessary as Touchers to prove that the 
i^plicant for admission is bond-fde a TJniTersity 
man. Now it is really time to dress, so &re* 
well for three quarters of an hour, when it wiU 
be time to assemble at the banquet. Till then, 
Siuipson, adieu ?" 

And Mr. Simpson hurried to his college to 
dress. 

" You cannot surely, Dashberry, be so cruel 
as to let that poor fellow suffer the penalty of 
his most innocent offence of hze Proctor!" 
said Lara, half affirmatively, half interroga- 
tively. 
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" I should be sorry, Brasdefer, if you had so 
bad an opinion of me as to think I could do 
ito ;" answered the baronet ; " no, no, if the 
scrape had been a trifling one I might have 
left the goose to find his own way out of it, 
and serve him right too, for coming to Oxford 
with such a calf's head totally ungamished by 
brains! But he would be rusticated if I 
did not interfere to save him. And so I shall 
go to the Proctor to-morrow, offer myself a& 
an Orestes to save my devoted Pylades, 
Simpson, tell the whole story, and get a long 
lecture and a nominal punishment. My open 
helmet is enough to protect me from the rigour 
of a severe and impartial sentence, and the 
rich baronet wiU have a trifling imposition for 
a sin which the poor son of the needy perpetual 
curate, (what a phrase that is ! breathing of 
utter professional hopelessness and stagnation. 
Fancy a perpetual ensign, or a perpetual mid- 
shipman) would have to expiate by a pro- 
tracted banishment from the capricious em- 
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braces of that unjust mother, Alma Mater, or 
perhaps ey^i by expnlsion, min, and disgrace. 
But I am a pretty fellow to talk of reforming 
the world, or the Uniyersity system, when I 
am utterly inadequate to the arduous task of 
reforming myself. Now, Brasdefer, we really 
must go and dress." 

And the friends parted accordingly, beneath 
the shadow of the most beautiful and mourn- 
ful of columns, the sad memorial of the Martyrs 
of the Truth, 
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CUAPTEE XVI. 



At seven o'clock Lara and Sir Douglas Dash^ 
berry were alone in one of the large rooms of 
the Star Hotel, the four freshmen not having yet 
arrived. The table in the centre of the room, 
covered with a snowy cloth, gave back firom 
flashing crystal and gleaming silver the lustre 
of the numerous wax lights which illumined 
the room, and from two handsome ice-pails rose 
the silver crested heads of several bottles of 
genuine Moet, which Sir Douglas had himself 
imported. 
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'^ I would have brought out some of the last 
batch of Burgundy that Lecaille of Dijon sent 
me/' said Sir Douglas, stirring the fire, and 
smiling as he saw Lara surveying the prepa- 
tions for a feast which was evidently meant to 
be served with as much pomp and splendour as 
the resources of the Star would allow, " but I 
thought it would be a pity to waste it on 
Messieurs Simpson and Greene, lads brought 
up to quaff " British wines," as they call the 
various vile decoctions manufactured ftom 
currants,. gooseberries, and other garden fruits, 
with perhaps a glass of hot fiery port on a 
Sunday, as to my knowledge Simpson was, 
have not palates to appreciate so exquisite a 
flavour as that of Chambertin or of St. Perez, 
of whose very names they are probably igno- 
rant. Champagne, on the other hand, they all 
regard with reverence and admiration as a 
princely beverage, and not even that curious 
old Johannisberg or the glorious Chateau 
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Hai^ax I bought from Elimeyer, at Frank- 
fort, would seem, to them, comparable to th^ 
grape-juice of the Epernay vineyards." 

^^ Where ig Lashkeme? I have not seett 
him for more than three days ;" asked Lara. > 

"He is in London, I fancy, transacting 
some law business !'' answered Sir Douglas ; 
" he seldom writes to me, however, when he 19 
absent ; and he went away originaUy to see an 
old clergyman who was once his tutor, near 
Beading, promising to be back in time for the 
ball. He may be at it yet. Lashkerne is 
such a strange fellow with respect to his 
goings and comings, that it would not surprise 
me if he appeared like Banquo's ghost among 
the gay throng, to-night" 

" Did you hear," said Lara. " that poor old 
Harris the print-seller was utterly ruined, with 
an execution in his house. I am sorry for the 
poor man, who was as honest a tradesman as 
any in the city, and I wished to ask you if you 

VOL. I. N 
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would join me in doing something to relieve 
his present distress." 

"I met poor Phoebe, old Harris's pretty 
daughter, crying in the streets this morning, 
and she told me about it," answered Sir 
Douglas, *^ and I felt sorry for the old mazz, 
and more so for pretty Phoebe. So I made her 
dry her eyes and walk down to the house, 
when, to my surprise, Harris told me that a 
gentleman whose name he did not know, but 
whom he had seen coming out of your college, 
with a great black dog with him, had just been 
there and paid the debt, which was a hundred 
and odd pounds." 

** A great black dog !" said Lara, " why 
surely it must be Willis. Yet he does not, as 
far as I can judge, look the kind of man to do 
a generous and charitable action by stealth. 
He looks like a perfect misanthrope." 

" A man may look black and sullen and yet 
have a kind heart in his breast," said Sir 
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Douglas, impatiently stirring the fire and 
gjlancing at the enamelled dial of the French 
clock on the chimney-piece. 

"Confound these youngsters!" exclaimed 
the baronet, in a minute more ; " too vexatious 
of them to be half an hour behind time. I 
suppose they have heard that to be late is to 
be fashionable, but it is happy that the cook of 
this hotel is not a son of la belle France. The 
poor chef would infallibly have fallen on his 
own spit, in default of the sword on which his 
illustrious compatriot chose to embro^hcr him- 
self, at the ruin of his entrees. Ah ! here the 
truants come." 

And the waiter opening the door with a jerk, 
and flourishing his napkin, announced the ex- 
pected guests. The four freshmen were en 
grande tenuCy and their beaming faces evinced 
their delight. On entering, each of them cast a 
reverential look at the glittering tenants of the 
wine coolers, and the bright array of plate that 
graced the side-board, and felt, for the first 
N 2 - > 
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time, made awkward by the reflectioii that they 
were the gaests of a real, liye, long descended 
baronet, a being that in their natiye pariaheff 
was looked npon with little less respect than 
was anciently paid in France by roturiera to a 
noble of pnre blood; nay, we do our free 
minded and independent countrymen wrong, 
we should have said, than was once conceded 
in India to the Great H(^ul. Sir Douglas, 
however, gave them so hearty and hospitable a 
welcome that they at once felt at their ease, 
and dinner being served directly, their shyness 
evaporated with the first glass of champagne. 
The dinner was a most excellent one, for Sir 
Douglas was a bm vivant whose tastes were 
studied, and whose behests were attended to 
by the chefoi the Star, a talented and merito- 
rious artiste whose only fault was the unavoid- 
able one of being an Englishman. Cooks 
(alas I that in these enlightened days so bar- 
barous and course a word should yet distinguish 
the alchemists of gastronomy !) invariably take 
more p^ins to please the judicious palate of a 
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discerning master, than to gratify theundisoriini* 
nating appetite of one of those omnivorous beings 
whose boast it is ^^ not to care what they eat !" 
Why, Oh why, should one boast of the want of 
a sense, as if its absence were a virtue I 
What would be thought of a man, who, in the 
midst of the lovely scenery of the Mediterranean, 
or the snowy glaciers of the Alps, should 
protest that he saw no more beauty in the 
glorious panorama before his eyes than in a 
Lincolnshire flat or a smoky manufacturing 
town I What of him who should dedare that 
his dull ear could neither be pleased by the 
tuneful harmony of the most exquisite music, 
nor offended by the hideous dissonance of an 
ungreased cart wheel ! It is smgular then 
that people should occasionally be found to 
boast of preferring a beef steak, half scorched 
and half raw, to a delicate salmi or ragout, and 
to laud a mutton-chop or a sirloin of beef, as 
rudely dressed as if an Iroquois squaw had 
prepared it for the dinner of her half cannibal 
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spQUse, high above the most delicious of vol au 
ventSy the most succulent of fricandeaux ! 

. Gailj and lightly rose the ficoth of the cham- 
pagne above the tall and slender glasses, and 
the spirits of the company rose in proportion to 
the gradual ebbing of the contents of the 
bottles. Many bad puns and miserable witti- 
cisms were uttered, and, under the genial in- 
fluences of the bubbling nectar of Moot, ap- 
plauded with undeserved warmth. 

Laughter and merriment were the order of 
the hour, and when dinner waa over a prodigious 
deal of champagne and of sherry — the lattei* a 
pure Amontillado on which Sir Douglas rather 
prided himself — had been imbibed, and wh&i 
the cloth was removed and a splendid dessert 
.placed upon the table the four freshmen began 
to be exceedingly talkative and uproarious. 

Temptations to further indulgence were not 
wanting ; choice old port was flanked by 
maderia, that for voyages over the Indian 
Ocean wap a pei^fect Captain Cook amon^ 
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wines ; the pure Chateau Margaux was placed 
beside the finest and soundest claret, specially 
prepared for the English market, that taste 
could select, or wealth procure. 

Fast and furious grew the mirth of the four 
freshmen, and by the time co£Eee was introduced 
their flushed cheeks and sparkling eyes showed 
the high state of excitement to which they 
had attained. A tray of liqueures in their 
curiously gilt bottles was brought in by the 
.obsequious waiter^ and Mr. Simpson and his 
companions began to swallow Noyau and 
Maraschino with amazing avidity ; the Cura^oa 
in especial seemed to meet with the approbation 
of the freshmen, who tossed off many tiny 
bumpers of the elixir of Guadaloupe. 

^^ Look at those fellows drinking poison as 
if it were water!' whispered Sir Douglas as he 
filled Lara's glass and his own v, ith old Cognac 
of a light amber hue ; ^^ this is the only chasse 
that can safely be taken after dinner (don't 
y ou admire the flavour of the nut in it^ by the 
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bye) and jel look at Ghreene and Simpson toss-^ 
ing off Cura9oa I I'd as soon drink prussie acid 
as that infernal decoction of bitter almonds. 
But we must take to the road, as the Maeheathd 
of ancient times were wont to say. 

^^ To horse ! to horse ! bold cavaliets ;*^ ex- 
claimed Sir Douglas as he turned to the group 
of carousing freshmen and pointed theatrically 
to the dial plate of the ornamental pendule on 
the chimney pieces 

" Don your academicals/' continued the 
mischief-loving baronet f ' it would never do 
to make your enirie into the imcient and loyal 
town of Woodstock without sporting the toga 
virilis, but we have no time to lose.'' 

At the bidding of so great an authority on sport^ 
ing matters as Sir Douglas Dashberry the four 
dupes of his malicious plaisanterie proceeded to 
don the costume prescribed by the statutes of 
the University, three of the number wearing 
the tasselled trencher and unpretending black 
gown of the humble student, than which a 
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ccmmoner garb does not exist, wbfle Simpson 
appeared in a flowing surplice whose ample 
folds lent an air of wonderful majesty to his 
bearing. 

Sir Douglas hurried them rapidly downstairs 
where, before the door of the bote, Ihad collected 
a considerable crowd of stablemen, helpers, 
post-boys, and all the miscellaneous loungers 
of the inn yard and the tap room, reinforced 
by a swarm of idlers from the neighbourhoods 

The gazers had been attracted by the sight 
of four of the best hacks which an Oxford livery- 
stable coidd furnish, and which were slowly led 
up and down before the door by as many grooms, 
while a dog cart, dark painted and wdl 
appointed, stood near, its bright lamps blazing 
cheerfully, and the noble horse in the shafts 
held by a servant in Sir Douglas's livery. The 
vehicle itself was light, strong and beautifully 
hung, its cushions were piled with cloaks, rugs, 
and wrappers, the harness was in the best 
possible taste, the horse a tall and magnificent 
K 5 
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animal of a dark bay colour, whose coat was as 
finely polished as the glossiest satin that Lyans 
or 8pitalfields ever produced, and from the 
patent axletrees to the varnished boots of the 
quietly dressed and knowing looking tiger, 
the most censorious judge of equipage and style 
would have allowed that the '^ turn out" was 
beyond criticism. 

'^ I have changed my mind, gentlemen, and 
shall drive instead of riding," said Sir Douglas 
lighting a cigar ; " mount your horse Simpson, 
make haste, I beg of you Mr. Sandsbury, for our 
minutes are numbered." With the assistance 
of the hostlers and helpers (in this case appro- 
priately named) the freshmen mounted their 
steeds, and Sir Douglas having lit his havannah 
and handed his cigar case to Lara proceeded 
to encase himself in a white driving coat and 
to wrap a large shawl round his neck ; Lara 
did the same, and both assumed their seats in 
the vehicle ; Sir Douglas took the reins, the 
tiger abandoned the horse's head and sprang 
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to his place behind his master, the crowd 
parted to the right and left, and the noble horse 
started at the rate of twelve miles an hour. 
The cavalcade, started at the same moment, 
and the whole party took the direction, of the 
Woodstock Eoad. The crowdj to whom Sir 
Douglas was well known, stood in such awe 
of his prowess that if he had chosen to 
^^travestie" himself as a Chinese Mandarin he 
would have been safe from insult or derision. 
But the spectacle of four gentlemen on horse- 
back, three of whom were clad in gowns and 
one in a snowy surplice, was absurd enough to 
have stirred the visible faculties of the most 
starched and solemn of Quakers* A roar of 
laughter accordingly pursued the receding 
cavalcade but the clatter and clang of the 
iron-bound hoofs as they rattled along the 
slippery pavement drowned the burst of un- 
restrained merriment and hindered it 
from reaching the ears of the devoted 
freshmen. In a few minutes the whole troop 
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had oleared the town and reached the W6od« 
stodL Boad. Sir Douglas^ his cigar gleammg 
through the darknesa like a gigantic ^owworm, 
haadled the reins with consummate dezteritj, 
the whedfl ^whirled and flashed intheiriapid 
revolntionSy and the tremendous pace justified 
the commendations n^ch 1^ owner of the 
beautiful horse could not help ponring into his 
companion's ear. 

^^ Ishenot a first-rategoer ?Brasdefer/' said Sir 
Douglas exultingly^ as the rapid hoo& of the 
powerful animal elicited a continual shower of 
q>arks from the flinty causeway ; ^^nothing like 
an Irish horse for a stepper when you can find a 
thorough-bred one with bone and stride as well 
as good blood. This nag was bred on the 
Lashkeme estate, and I would not mind back* 
ing him to txot in harness against the best 
bit of American ^ greased lightning' that l^ose 
confounded Yankees eyer sent over to give our 
knowing ones the go by." 

At a mile and half or so out of Oxford 
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8if Douglas pulled up and gave a shrill whistle. 
** I sent on my leader before dinner to await 
us here, the Dons having an incomprehensible 
antipathy to tandem driving/' said Sir DouglM, 
as a stableman appeared from imder the 
shadow of the hedge, leading a horse which 
was speedily tacked on as leader. Short as 
the halt was, the delay enabled the freshmen 
to come up, they having previously been unable 
to compete with the swift tix)t of Sir Douglas's 
fiivourite wheeler, Bocket. whea they started 
again however, and the two strong and spirited 
steeds that were harnessed to the light dog-cart 
went off at a trot of some fourteen miles to 
the hour, but without ever breakiQg into a 
eanter, the hacks which Messrs. Seckham and 
Figg had supplied, being now thoroughly 
warmed, and inspired moreover by feelings of 
generous emulation, would no longer be con- 
trolled by their cautious riders, but broke into 
a gallop which soon brought them up with the 
flying dog-cart. Sir Douglas slightly slackened 
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his pace, thus allowing them to shoot ahead^ 
and tightened the reins, gave himself up to 
the enjoyment of the spectacle. It was a fine 
clear frosty night, the dark purple mantle of 
the sky was powdered with golden stars, the 
broad moon shone with a wavering lustre like 
the mother of pearl mirror of- some savage 
Queen, or an alabaster lamp suspended in a 
vaulted dome ; something like an Aurora 
Borealis gleamed faintly against the Northern 
horizon, and shooting stars precipitately to the 
earth, like evil angels hurled down from the 
flaming battlements of heaven. As the moon 
soared gradually higher and higher the dark- 
ness of the night gave way to a mild and 
gentle light, and the four freshmen, riding 
madly in front of the tandem, were distinctly 
visible to Lara and his companion. Mr. Simp- 
son's form, enveloped in his streaming white 
robes, was crouched upon the neck of his 
^runaway horse, in much the same attitude in 
jwhichthe renowned Gilpin is usually portrayed, 
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whilehis firm clutch of the mane alone preserved 
his equilihrium. Mr. Greene, with one hand 
grasping the pommel of his saddle, was yainly 
adjuring his furious steed to stop, while 
Hr. Twistle flew along like Leonora's spectral 
lover, tugging convulsively at the bridle, by 
whose aid alone he contrived to maintain his 
seat. Sandsbury however, with his horse well 
in hand and under perfect control, galloped 
easily along, laughing at the predicament of 
his friends as barbarously and as heartily as 
Sir Douglas himself. So the wild cavalcade 
swept on, the pebbles flying in showers before 
the thundering feet of the coursers, the echoing 
tramp causing the inhabitants of the roadside 
cottages to run to their doors, to see with 
amazement, as they believed, a clergyman in 
full canonicals and three students of " Oxford 
College," gallop hastily by at breakneck speed, 
while after the wild riders came a fast tandem, 
its ruddy lamps flashing their beams on every 
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side, and its mnffled occupants, excepting the 
professionally grave servant who sat bebindi 
appeared convulsed with merriment. 

^^ What a rate they go at !" said the gay 
Baronet, as his whistling lash performed sundry 
revolutions in the air ; ^^ they are leaving us 
in the lurch ; and if we don't contrive to cateh 
them up, we shall have some difficulty in iden- 
tifying them among the crowds of University 
men that will be in the streets of Woodstock. 
But who would have thought such a set of 
Johnny Baws would have gone so far without a 
spill! Any how, we must come up with 
them." 

And Sir Douglas stimulated his horses with 
the slightest possible touch of the ^^ silk," and 
the loudest possible chirrup, to which Lara 
added a view halloo that would have stirred the 
heart and fired the blood of any quadruped 
above the rank of a cab-horse. 

" Hark forward I forward !" the generous 
steeds sprang forward with a bound such as a 
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stag might give^ and dashed, at Newmarkeit 
pace, down the star-lit road. In a few minutes 
they were close to the freshmen, when the 
performance of Sandsbury drew forth a warm 
e^ogium from Sir Douglas, who protested that 
he, at lisast, was too good a fellow, and too ex*- 
cellent a rider to be made the laughing stock 
of the University wags and county notables, 
and declared his intention of giving him a hint 
which should save him from the trap into 
which the others were ready to fall, Oxford 
hacks are in general well-bred and well-fed, 
and the gallant coursers which the freshmen be- 
strode gave no sign of weariness or flagging 
spirits. On the contrary, the tramp of Bocket 
and Battletrap, as they came clattering after 
them, nerved them to fresh exertions, and the 
noise and clamour which attended the progress 
of the party became so great that even the 
wretched cart-horses which nibbled their musty 
hay in the stables of the farms by the way** 
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side stamped and snorted, and rattled their 
rusty chain-halters, and neighed forth shrill 
greetings, as the din without fell upon their 
ears. 

!Nor had they the road to themselves. Post^ 
chaises, gigs, flies, tandems, and dog-carts, were 
passed in succession as the party neared Wood- 
stock, to say nothing of a four-horse coach, on 
whose roof University men clustered as thick 
as flies £ux)und a jar of honey, and on the box 
of which a skilful bugler was awakening the 
silent country with the notes of his tuneful in- 
strument. 

And very sweet it was, when the lumbering 
coach had fallen into the rear of the whirling 
tandem, to listen to the liquid bugle-notes 
pealing in the distance, now sinking, now 
swelling into a burst of harmony, until, as the 
distance increased, the sounds died away, and 
only the clash of hoofs, and roll of wheels 
broke the stilkiess of the night. 
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At length, straggling cottages, and the glit- 
ter of lights announced the vicinity of a 
town. 

**We are at Woodstock now, the city of 
buckhom handled knives, and white leather 
gloves," said Sir Douglas, as the wheels grated 
upon the rough pavement, *^ a place partly de- 
pendent upon the Duke yonder, and partly 
upon our fast men, who come over to see the 
park and the painted room, and to while away 
time by flirting with the pretty girls in the 
glovers' shops, the Woodstock Danaes, as I 
always call them. However, I love the old 
burgh for the sake of Sir Walter's descriptions 
— ^Amy Bobsart and Michael Lamboume, 
Jocelyn Jolliffe and Sir Henry Lee. Wood- 
stock is enchanted ground to me. Tou need 
not be astonished, Brasdefer. Even a horse- 
jockey may have soma poetry in him, as an 
oyster may be crossed in love." 
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CHAPTEE XVII. 



AuGHTiKa at the door of the Bear Inn, and 
flinging the reins to a helper, Sir Douglas and 
Lara, followed by the four freshmen, elbowed 
their way through the crowd that filled the 
hall and door-way, and were, after some de- 
bate, ushered into a small parlour up-stairs« 
A bowl of punch was ordered by the Baronet^ 
who saw that the brains of the four victims of 
his love of hoaxing were beginning to recover 
from the effects of wine, and wished to com- 
plete with spirits what Sillery had begun. Not 
that Sir Douglas had any desire to take his 
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protegh to the ball in a state of actual intoxi- 
cation. He merely wanted them to be bliss- 
fully unconscious ' of the remarks and merri- 
ment which their appearance could not fail to 
create. 

The bowl and the materials for punch 
making were speedily placed on the table, a 
large kettle of boiling water hissed, and 
hummed from its place among the blazing coals, 
and from its brightly-burnished spout issued a 
cui;rent of vapour sufficient to impel the pad- 
dles of a miniature steams ; and Sir Douglas, 
who was particularly skilful in the science, 
proceeded carefully and methodically to brew a 
fragrant and curious beverage, compounded of 
Jamaica rum, Madeira, lump sugar, ginger, 
Cura9oa, and lime juice, which ingredients 
having been mingled with a certain portion of 
the contents of the great kettle, the mixture 
was tasted, and rapturously pronounced to be 
perfect by the freshmen, whose enthusiastio 
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admiration fot Sir Douglas Dashberry, his 
talents and affability, was boundless. 

.As the bowl waned and grew shallower, the 
joyousness of the doomed ones increased, and 
each flowing bumper served to render them 
more gay and noisy. 

Lara and Sir Douglas, more abstemious and 
wary than their companions, were as cool and 
sober as ever; and Mr. Sandsbury appeared 
but slightly affected by the prodigious quantity 
of strong punch which he had imbibed, a 
proof of strength of head which elevated him 
considerably in the estimation of his enter- 
tainer, who mentally resolved to save him from 
the ridicule which awaited his less prudent 
comrades. 

At last Sir Douglas rose, and whispering to 
Lara that in case his dupes should get regu- 
larly " screwed,^' the whole jest would be 
spoiled, contrived, as if accidentally, to upset 
the bowl, slightly scalding the knees of Mr. 
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Twistle, in whose eyes tears stood, when Sir 
Douglas apologised for the accident, though 
more probably caused by the heat of the scald- 
ing liquid than by any burst of sentimental 
feeling. 

The whole party now prepared to adjourn to 
the ball, and Mr. Simpson and his two friends 
proceeded to don their academicals, which con- 
trasted strangely with fringed Joinville ties of 
the brightest azure hue, and fancy-patterned 
waistcoats, glittering like silken rainbows. 

Sandsbury, in consideration of his horse- 
manship and sobriety, was warned by Sir 
Douglas, in a whisper, not to put on his gown, 
but to carry it on his arm, like a cloak folded 
up, and to resign both toga and trencher cap 
to one of the attendants in what Sir Douglas 
was pleased to style the " robing-room." 

The ball was held in a great saloon in the 
inn, where Magistrates' meetings, inquests, and 
concerts usually took place, and the sounds of 
music, and the stamping of feet in the dance 
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had Beveral times reached the ears of Dash^ 
berry's guests during their wild revelry. The 
roll of carriages also was so frequent and steady 
that Sir Douglas felt sure that a great pro* 
portion of the expected company must hare 
arrived. A minute after, Messrs. Simpson, 
Green and Twistle were holding an animated 
discussion with the doorkeepers who vainlj 
attempted to bar their way— but unsuccessfully. 
The freshmen were by far too highly exhila^ 
rated to care for prohibition or remonstrance, 
and they pushed their way into the ball-room, 
followed by Lara and Sir Douglas, who con- 
trived, by a violent exertion, to maintain an 
aspect of the most demure gravity. A mur- 
mur of astonishment ran through the room bm 
the company became aware of this extraordi- 
nary apparition, and as the freshmen advanced 
into the centre of the well-lighted saloon, the 
well-bred tittering of the magnates of the 
county, blended with the more undisguised 
laughter of the University men, and the irre- 
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^trainable giggle of some hoydenish miss in 
her teeas here and there swelled the mirthftil 
chorus. Most of the persons present imagined 
that the daring intruders had mistaken the 
entertainment for a fancy ball, and had, in 
consequence, appeared m mas^eradey while 
the bad taste of Mr. Simpson, who was strut- 
ting about in his yoluminous surplice, and the 
unpardonable levity of his conduct in having, 
as they thought, chosen to represent a clergy- 
man, w^e loudly and freely descanted upon. 
Sir Douglas, Lara, and Mr. Sandsbury, all 
equally amused, kept watching the proceedings 
of the trio from the opposite side of the room, 
taking great care, however, to keep out of the 
way of the '* observed of all observers,'* as 
none of them wished to claim acquaintance 
with the laughing-stocks of the ball-room. The 
waiters and door-keepers stood without in a 
cluster, utterly astonished at the audacity of 
the three gownsmen, while the stewards held 
a 0pecies of council of war which fully justified 

VOL. I. o 
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its resemblance by illustrating the niilitaiy 
proverb, "a council of war never fights." 
The ^^ palaver.'' was a most imsatisfactory one, 
for the stewards were nervous and quiet men, 
and very little disposed to exert their authority 
in so imforeseen and difficult a case as the pre- 
sent. To remonstrate with the invaders was a 
course of proceeding which might lead to an 
angry altercation, and unseemly fracas ; to re- 
quest them mildly to retire, would obviously 
prove useless ; to call in mainforte and expel 
the enemy would be the most spirited way of 
treating the affair, but a scuffle and riot must 
inevitably ensue, and the ball-room would be 
as inevitably cleared of its fair occupants. 
Yet to permit the freshmen to wear the ob- 
noxious gowns in defiance of custom and pro- 
priety would be to throw open a door for the 
future to license an eccentricity, which would 
have the effect of banishing the ilite of the 
countv from the Woodstock Assemblies. 
While the imhappy stewa ds were debating. 
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Upon which of these unpleasant alternatives it 
would be least disagreeable to adopt, Lord 
Laahkeme made his appearance, and was 
instantly hailed as their good genius by the 
afflicted officials. A few words explained to 
the peer the dilemma, and after one glance at 
the monkish garb of the subjects of conver- 
sation, who were unconsciously promenading 
the room, and ogling with bloodshot eyes the 
young ladies who lined the walls, Lord Lash- 
kerne laughed for an instant with keen enjoy- 
ment of the ludiorousness of the scene^ and 
then walking up to his cousin, laid his hand 
on his arm, and easily persuaded him to aid 
him in inducing the freshmen to quit the room. 
A few words from Sir Douglas sufficed to en- 
lighten the wretched novices as to the 
cause of the peals of merriment and: 
murmurs of indignation which were heard 
around them. The effect was magical. The 
three freshmen quitted the room precipitately, 
and a peal of laughter followed them as they 
2 
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hurried down stairs, and ordered a fly to re- 
turn to Oxford. The musicians began to play 
waltzes with great animation, the dance was 
resumed in a spirited manner, and the business 
of the eyening, namely, flirting and polking, 
went gaily and merrily on. At about four 
o'clock the tandem of Sir Bougks rattled oyer 
the pavement of Oxford. Mr. Simpson, next 
day, declared himself dangerously ill, sent for 
a doctor, obtained a medical certificate to the 
eflEect that change of air was imperattvely re- 
quired, and easily obtaining leave of absence 
from the head of his college, repaired to Chel- 
tenham, there to stay until the story of his 
gullibility was worn out, and the merriment of 
the quizzes of the University exhausted. 

Mr. Greene shut himself up in his rooms, 
sported oak constantly, shunned all human 
beings as much as was compatible with atten- 
dance in chapel, hall, and lecture^^room, and 
taking to reading as a dSlassementy studied hard 
during twelve terms of a hermit's life, went 
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Inilltaiitly through his examination, and took a 
first class degree — an honourable distinctiou 
which he declared to the day of his death 
(which took place rather early at the vicarage 
of a living given to him by that renowned 
patron of classical literature, the most noble 
tjie Marquis of Batterbraynes) was entirely 
owing to the mystification of which he was a 
victim on the night of the Woodstock as- 
sembly. 

Mr. Twistle, being of a more fiery nature 
than his peers in misfortune, challenged Sir 
Douglas ; but his courage, like that of Bob 
Acres, oozed away before the meeting took 
place, and the belligerent hero £Eiinted in Fort 
Meadow on hearing the report of his antago- 
nist's pistol, which was loaded with powder 
only. He recovered his faculties, however, in 
time to '^assist" at a champagne breakfast 
given by the baronet in honour of the event ; 
and, towards the conclusion of the revel, made 
ja speech highly eulogistic of his entertainer's 
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hospitality and amiability ; shortly after which 
he sunk beneath the table, OYerpowered by 
emotion and stimulants. 

Many of the county Grandees, who had 
attended the ball, were highly indignant at the 
hoax which had been practised on the un- 
fortunate trio, and more especially so that such 
a plaisanterie should have taken place in a ball- 
room where th^ were present; but, at the 
request of the stewards, who feared that the 
occurrence might prove &tal to the chance of 
^yer having another assembly in Woodstock, 
Sir Douglas, who knew every magnate far and 
near, and, on accoimt of his high spirits, 
never-failing good-humour, and handsome 
fortune, was a general favourite, rode or drove 
from hall to grange, and from priory to place, 
until he had induced the lady patronesses of 
county £Eishion to look upon the matter in^ the 
f«me light that he did. 

Thus no one. Sir Douglas consoled himself 
for the mischief he had caused by reflecting, 
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was materially the worse for his jest, while 
even grave and wrinkled dons chuckled heartily 
oyer their bumpers of common-room port at the 
tale of the Woodstock ball« 
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CnAFfEE XIX. 



A FEW days after this adventure, Lara sallied 
out alone with his trolling rod and creel, and 
sought a favourite locale for fishing, called the 
" Tumbling Bay." 

The river was rippled by a strong northerly 
wind, whose chilly breath, while it deprived 
more delicate fishes of their customary appetite, 
only served to encrease the hunger of the 
voracious pike. 

The place was a famous one for the 
abundance of jack, which might usually be 
found there ; the day was an excellent one for 
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Bpor^ and the dead gudgeons and bleak, 
which, environed by barbed hooks, were ap- 
pended as bait id Lara's spinning tackle, were 
so silvery and tempting as to defy the caution 
of the most waty river tyrant. 

Ever and anon, as the glittering lure moved 
along, swiftly revolving in the rapidly flowing 
water, the splash of a powerful tail would 
scatter the ripples around in foam, and cleaving 
the water with a rushing sound, some mighty 
fish would dart upon his coveted prey, while 
soon after the desperate struggles of pain and 
fury, the violent plunges, and the crafty wiles, 
of the scaly monster, would test the patience 
and skill of the troUer as well as the ex- 
cellence of his tackle, and the temper of his 
hooks^ of Eorby oi' Limerick steel. Occasionally 
moreover, some old and experienced pike, the 
Ulysses of the pool, after long gazing on the 
gleaming morsel before his glaiing eyes, after 
often half nibbling, half seizing the prize, as 
often to be suspiciougly rejected, would give 
5 
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the final snap, and swim away silently ifcnd 
swiftly to his haunt among great stones and 
deep water beneath the sheltering roots of 
some overhanging tree ; and, at last, feeling 
the merciless barbs inserted in his shark-like 
jaw, would display all the resources of his 
instinctive and acquired subtlety. Now shoot- 
ing forward with a speed and force that made 
the tough rod of hickory bend, and the 
reel spin round like lightning; now lying 
sullenly and motionless at the bottom; now 
leaping madly out of the water to bite with 
gnashing teeth at the silken string above the 
firm gimp trace ; now essaying to run round 
posts, mossy piles, projecting roots — anything, 
to entangle the tackle irrevocably ; now trying 
to cut the strong line upon the sharp edge of 
some jagged rock below ; now to grind out the 
hooks upon the gravel, or to plunge into the 
midst of great beds of weeds, from which it 
would be as hard to extricate a fish as to catch 
a Caffre in the bush. And when every 
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stratagem had been tried and baffled, the 
Running monarch of the dark pool would float 
at the top of the water with drooping fins and 
languid tale, and all the signs of the most 
complete exhaustion. There, with bright eye 
and un&ltering purpose, the half vanquished 
warrior lies, ready, when the unwary and 
impatient angler shall grasp the line to draw 
the apparently half dead fish to land, to plunge 
away with a sudden and vigorous dash, and 
break the restraining silk. But the line tightens, 
not abruptly, but gently and gradually, the 
reel works slowly, and when the pike makes 
his last wild struggle for escape, he meets with 
no more resistance than is necessary to weary 
his forces; the yielding line is drawn with 
little effort from the obedient reel, and the 
king of the river feels himself hopelessly 
involved in the toils, and that his doom is 
fixed. Still he fights, as Jugurtha against the 
Eomans, as Caswallon against Ceesar — ^bravely,, 
but in vain. 
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Wouied and conqoBred «k kst, he sisiSbb 
kinKlf to be diegged to the Iwnk, whwe 
stands his TictoaoosfiDe; he lifts his fierce eye 
l^fa^ with a g^w ef undying hatred. The 
htight steel of the gaff-hook flaahea as it stnkea 
the gallant fiah* 

He is lifted ashoie ; ah ! take cate, genjQe 
an|^«r, beware of Uie keeatbiteof thoee white^ 
ahaip-pointed terth, and Uie snap of that 
powerful jaw. It is as dangooos to handle a 
pike as a raastilTj and the wound he makes 
is fiur more difficult to heaL How he flaps the 
ground with his broad tail — ^how he q[iring9 
and combats to reach the cool, freeh water 
again, in which he is never more to swim ; to 
gain the dark hole where he is never m<Nce to 
lie, watching the shoals of ^ortive bleak as 
they gambol over head. Lie still, old pike, 
the moment of agony is passing, and the suf- 
focating air that rushes through thy gasping 
^lls is shortening thy pain. Faints and 
feebler grows the flapping of the muscular 



tail, slower the play i^ the useless fins, aad 
the moTement of the mighty jawB beccHnes 
more and more weak and siokly. 

The pike is dying. What beautiful colours, 
what rich hues glow upon his shining sides 
as death steals on, then slowly fade away. The 
tail is still now. the jaws are locked, the 

aess — bold and undaunted it glares yet upon 
Oxe yictorious enemy, as Hector gazed his last 
upon his slayer. The eye, too, darkens. But 
Lara, by a rapid and skilful use of the ivory 
disgoi^ger, frees the fish's jaws from the hooks, 
and lifting him up, tosses him back into the 
river. 

The shock of the cool water revives the 
expiring energies of the dying hero a little. 
He moves his fins slightly as he lies floating 
on the surface, as if happy to die in his native 
dlement. 

Lara watches him from the shore, and sees, 
with satisfaction, that life is gradually return- 
ing to the enfeebled frame: once more the 
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broad fins are in motion, and, half floating, 
half feebly swimming, the monarch of ihe 
pool crosses the '^ Tumbling Bay," andregftins 
his palaoe beneath the projecting bank, then, 
with a plmige, sinks below the black water. 

'^ Farewell, old hero/' said Lara, as he put 
up his rod, and folded up his gsS^ ^^ you 
fought so bravely for your life, that you earned 
it. I am glad I threw you in again, yery 
glad; and I have fish enough to make my 
basket respectably heavy, and prevent my 
being laughed at when I get home." 

So saying, he strapped the weighty creel on 
his shoulder, and left the quiet pool in whidi 
he had been fishing. 

The days were short at that season of the 
year, and Lara had scarcely reached the 
towing-path, when the breeze began to moan 
and howl as dolefully as a homeless dog over 
the flat and marshy meadows by the water- 
side, while darkness came on as abruptly as if 
the wind had succeeded in blowing out the 
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mm with one gigantic puff. The osiers that 
lined the streams began to sigh as they waved 
in the chill breath of evening, and the grey 
willows loomed through mist and shadow, like 
a row of spectres shrouded in the cerements of 
the gtdLYe. 

The hasty tramp of feet caused Lara to turn 
round, and the moment after, three men passed 
him, hunying at a swift pace along the towing- 
path, and ever and anon looking back as if in 
fear of pursuit. They wore the coarse and 
mud-stained garb of ordinary railway laborers, 
and the darkness prevented Lara from dis- 
tinguishing their features, though he noticed, 
as they went by, that one of the '^ navvies '* 
had a red handkerchief wrapped around his 
hand. 

The moment they had passed Lara, they 
began to run, and the clatter of their heavy 
feet resouuded along the pebbly causeway for 
some time after the fugitives had disappeared. 

About a hundred yards father on, Lara 
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Iieard a low riurtiliiig sound in the buslies 
beside him^ and, looking attentiyely among the 
young plants of a thick dump of willows^ saw 
a large and handsome black dog, which he at 
once recognised for the iavonrite and constant 
companion of Willis, the stranger whom Sir 
Douglas and himself had seen give such a 
proof of undaunted courage a short time pre* 
viously. 

The noble animal was evidently much hurt 
and exhausted, as it lay bleeding on the earth, 
whining feebly at intervals, but evidently un- 
able to walk or rise. 

The ground in the immediate neighbourhood 
of the spot where the dog lay was much.^ 
trampled, and bore the marks of nailed boots, 
while several broken saplings, and the manner 
in which the grass had been torn up, evinced 
that a fierce struggle had taken place. 

Following the track of the footmarks, which 
were plainly stamped into the moist earth, 
Lara advanced into the copse, and saw a man 
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stretched upon the grass, atid lying in a p6ol 
of blood. His dress denoted his station, and 
the first glance at his pale features satisfied 
Lara that the lifeless form was that of Liond 
Willis, the mysterious student. Lara bent 
over him, scarcely able to conjecture whether a 
spark of life remained. 

Willis's hat had fallen off, and there was a 
deep gash on his left temple, from which the 
blood slowly tridiled, drop by drop, to swell 
the pool that was gathering below. This 
wound seemed tho principal injury ; but there 
was another cut upon the head, and a dark red 
strean was soaking through the black curls of 
the prostrate man« 

The weapon that had inflicted these injuries 
lay dose by — a short and heavy bludgeon, 
covered with tufts of hair and clotted gore ; 
while a few yards off lay a broken pistol, a 
powder flask, and some bullets wrapped in part 
of an old newspaper. Lara lost no time in 
examining these details, and hurrying to the 
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lirer-aide filled his hat witii water, and re- 
tmning to the side of the wounded man 
sprinkled his pale and blood-stained features 
again and again. To Lara's great joy his 
patient began to show signs of returning 
animation. His lips moved, he lifted his le& 
arm, (Lara had obserred that the other was 
broken) and at last unclosed his eyes with a 
heavy sigh. 

^' You will do well now, I trust P' said Lara 
compassionately ; '^ I will merely bind up the 
wound on your forehead, and th^i hasten fo 
the nearest farm house for assistance, as I fear 
you are too much hurt to walk." 

" Is my hound dead ?" said Willis feebly, 
" have the villains killed poor Toro ?** 

"Not so," answered Lara; " he is alive, but a 
good deal injured. But let us think of your own 
wounds." 

" I was worse oflf at Vittoria I" said 
Willis, trying to smile ; *^ here, Toroi 
Toro !" A low whine was the response, and 
by a great effort the Mthful animal managed 
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to drag himself to his master's side, and crawl- 
ing as close to him as possible licked his hand 
fondly, and fixed his eyes on his face with a look 
of undying and devoted love that might have 
shamed that of man or woman. For who loves 
as a dog loves ! The gallant hound's life wpu9i 
evidently ebbing fast away, and Willis said as 
he raised himself on his elbow ; " Never mind 
me, I beseech you, save poor Toro." Do not let 
me lose my best Mend." And with one jerk 
he tore the silk hsmdkerohief from his neck, 
and leaning forward to stanch the dog's 
wounds with it, fainted in the effort, while Lara 
scarcely knew where to turn for aid. Suddenly 
the tread of a horse was heard on the stony 
causeway, and the figure of its rider soon 
a^eared, shadowy and indistinct in the gather- 
ing mist, the sound of the towing rope as it 
fi^lashed through the water also giving note 
that a barge was at hand. 

Soon the swirl of the water around the 
broad bows of the clumsy craft was heard, and 
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a huge dark object came into yiew. Lara hailed 
the barge, and the man who rode the towing 
horse pulled up and dismounted, while the 
ponderous bark, deprived of its motive powei?, 
glided on a few yards and then seemed to lie 
dormant in the current, like a log, or a sleep- 
ing cayman in the muddy stream of the 
Mississippi. 

" What, d'ye want, brother?" asked thedrivar, 
a rough fellow with a shaggy head, a red flannel 
shirt, a tarpaulin hat, and a tarry jacket. 
" What's the game, lad ?" he continued, '^ tha^t 
you call out as if you were drowning," 

^^ A gentleman has been waylaid 
and robbed, and nearly murdered into tl)e 
bargain, and I want your help and that of yow 
oompanions to carry him to Oxford ;" replied 
Lara, and the bargeman, recognizing Lara's 
rank by the tones of his voice, doffed his hat, 
and asked in a more respectful manner where- 
abouts the wounded gentleman was. Lara 
pointed tx> the spot where WiUis lay, and the 
baxgeman stooped down and looked earnestly at 
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the gashes on the prostrate man's bro\r and 
head hy the light of a small dark lantern which 
he took from the pocket of his jacket, and 
which he was wont to use at night, when locks 
were hard to open, and flood-gate keepers 
snoring. " He'll live over it, your honour !" 
said the bargeman, as he concluded his ex- 
amination ; " though I never saw such an 
ugly cut before, and as for that knock on the 
head, it was enough to smash a bullock's 
skulL'^ 

Lara again urged the boatman to lose no 
time in calling his companions to transport 
Willis on board their barge and convey him 
to Oxford, adding that they should be hand- 
somely recompensed for their trouble. 

"Mates," shouted the boatman ; "bring in the 
Mary Ann and bump her ashore ! Here's a gem- 
man's been next door to killed by some foot- 
pads, and we're to take him aboard" 

A sheer of the tiller was theonly reply, and the 
heavy barge approached the bank. Meanwhile 
Lara, having satined himself that the blood had 
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ceased to flov from Willis's veins, had pro- 
ceeded to bind up a deep wound in Toro's 
throat which a clasp-knife had inflicted, but 
which did not appear mortal, though witiiout 
aid the dog must have bled to death. The poor 
animal seemed well aware that his master and 
himself were surrounded by friends, and he 
licked Lara's hand gratefully as the bandage 
was adjusted around his muscular neck. The 
barge soon touched the bank, and Willis, still 
insensible, together with Toro, was carried on 
board by two of the boatmen, and placed on a 
heap of sacks, over which the captain, as the 
others called the man who had been riding the 
draught horse, laid a dingy blanket. The 
captain took the helm, abandoning the office 
of postillion to a lad of sixteen, the whip 
cracked, the barge moved on, and the tramp of 
the horse ahead, blended with the splash of the 
track-rope, the wash of the current around 
the broad rudder, and the rude chant of the 
driver. On went the ponderous craft, gliding 
along the river like a funeral procession^ sombre 



FALCONBECK HALL. . 309 

as a hearse in appearance, as the huge black 
hull made a darker spot in the shadow of 
night, while the grey pollards appeared and 
disappeared along the swampy shores like 
phantoms flitting by, and the wind whistled 
as mournfully as a requiem. The stout form 
of the captain, as he stood by the creaking 
tiller attracted the attention of Lara, who 
remarked that he wore large golden ear-rings, 
most unusual decorations for an English 
sailor or boatman to exhibit, and that his hardy 
face seemed burnt to a bronze hue by the rays 
of a more torrid sun than the feeble and watery 
one of Britain. Yet the ^^ bargee had in no 
respect the air of a man-of-war's-man, accus- 
tomed to strict dicipline and the rigid rules 
of the service, and it would have needed no 
very violent effort of the imagination to have 
fixed the deck of a privateer or a pirate as the 
probable theatre on whose boards the skipper 
had figured in early life, his bearing being far 
more that of a seaman than of a freshwater 
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mTigator. These observations the ^immer of 
m fresLI J Eghtfid kntem whidi had be«i sus- 
pended fiom the haldi of the litUe cabin enabled 
Laza to make, while the object of his scrutiny 
coQtioued to keep the head of his lumbering 
baik off shore, puffing at a short day pipe and 
^iMMllmg the tiller as seriously as if smoking 
and stemng had completely obscured his 
mental faculties. Lara haying gased at this 
sturdy mariner for some nHMuents^ addressed 
him. 

^' My good feUow/' said he, '' did you 
happen to meet three railway labourers going 
along the towing path, and in a great huny to 
get on." 

" Ay, ay, your honour !" answered the 
helmsman ; ^' I saw three cowardly land-lub- 
bers scampering along the road as if Old Mck 
was after ihem, and when they set eyes on me 
they jumped over hedge and ditch and went 
off across the fields like mad. I thought they 
were some poor chaps in a scrape about poaeh<- 
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ing or hen-roost pilfering, mayhap, and I let 'em 
go. Faith, if I'd had a notion it was robbery 
and murder they had been about, I and my 
mates would have nabbed 'em, that you may 
take your oath on. The cowardly sneaks, to 
set upon one man, and he unarmed ! I'm an 
honest man, anyways, and I've never relished 
cruelty, that is to anybody with a white face, 
for it's diflferent with niggers. I could ha' 
took the biggest of those fellows in spite of his 
heels, and he made good use of them. Many 
a time I've run down a Carib warrior, and 
them Indian fellows go like greyhounds." 

" You have been a sailor, no doubt ?" said 
Lara. * 

"Yes, master, I've seen a pretty many 
miles of salt sea and squandered my rhino in a 
precious lot of foreign ports. Queer things I 
see too, 'specially down on the Spanish Main 
and up in the Bight of Benin. Ye see, sir," 
he continued, noticing that Lara listened to 
him with interest, " my father was part owner 

VOL. I. p 
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abc':=t «:c: iLf^ vsres ^^n a Ittbr. He kept me 
laid si w«:rk feici eigr.i to firarteen ; I was 
EicsY cdtc^ a5cal tlar^ a:yiae« and wbai I mis 
taking a <^eZ cf rest cc dir land, I was 
atwaTs lSis=:b:z^ otet an old book of Toyages 
whh a taiTT cot^ tbit t»:!d aboot Columbus 
and Cajtafn Co3k find so fbith, and all sorts of 
qT^€€f stories alcut Sled the piiate, and other 
buccaneers. Then I used to sfip off to the ale- 
Louse« when &ther bad fiJIen asleep ot^ 
his pipe at hcure^ and all to listoi to the tales 
of an old sea&oing chap thej caQed Salt Billy. 
A dazing fell:w eld Billy had been, and he 
used to talk of things ot^ his grog that made 
the landsmen turn white to hear ; yams about 
Spaniards being made to walk the plank, and 
Tnilians being tortured to make them confess 
where the mines lay, and shiploads of niggers 
cast oTerboard like ballast, when the yessel 
wanted lightening. And then Billy's eyes 
used to glisten as he talked of the bright 
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doubloons, and the shining images, and, the 
heavy bars of silver to be carried off on the 
coasts of Mexico, and Chili, and Peru, and the 
strings of great pearls and golden chains that 
the buccaneers used to take from the necks of 
the Lima girls, when they made a bold dash 
at the treasures ashore. I never could rightly 
make out what old Billy had been, but I give 
a shrewd guess, somehow. One thing is cer- 
tain. Old Billy might have had his share of 
booty, but it must have been ^ight come, 
light go,' for no church mouse was ever 
poorer, and he was forced to eke out his living 
by playing the fiddle at the public-house, in 
the evenings, and spinning y^rns for meat and 
drink. Yet his eyes would brighten up as he 
talked of the sparkling gems and rich orna- 
ments that had been the prize of some tough 
fight, or told how ^ a crew on 'em,' for Billy 
never spoke of himself, had plundered a town 
in Chili, and carried off a score of dark eyed 
young Spanish donnas to sea with them. Old 
p 3 
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Billy was nigh eighty, but he must have been 
a good seaman in his day, and an n^y 
customer in a hand-to-haud tussle. Hie was a 
large made, withered did man, that always piil 
me in mind of a hoUow oak tree, and his ^es 
were sunk^i, and his hair aa white as snow, 
but still you could see that the wild sj^t 
within was only half tamed by age and poverty. 
Somehow, old Billy waeoi't happy in his mind. 
He didn't sleep oyer well at night, he said^ 
and had frightful dreams most jalways. Mb 
us^ to sit and stare at the wall sometimes, in 
a way that made one shudder, and he was 
never oheerM but when he was doling out one 
of his long histories about the coart of Guinea 
and the Caribbean Sea. I was a mighi^ 
fayourite with the old sailor, because I tooik 
mor^ pleasure in hearkening to him thaaaay 
one else about the plaoe, and aometimciB he 
would let me into his cottage, which was hung 
round with harpoons and rusty cutlasses, and 
whose shelves were covert with steSpd 
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pasTots, a&d South Sea shells^ and Indian 
weapons, dubs and javelins, and a strong bow 
of Carib make, and a quiver full of long and 
dendex reed Kotows, whose points had been 
dij^ed in the deadly poison of the wourali. 
If a man were to priok his finger with one of 
those acrow*heads, old Billy used to say, he 
W0uld lie dead and stiff in a quarter of an hour, 
swollen, and blue, and cold* There was a 
monstrous sea-chest in the cottage that used to 
hfumt my dreams, for I &ncied it full of trea- 
sure, though old Billy seemed anything but 
a Buser, when he got money, which was not 
often, for then he used to get as drunk as a 
lord, and tceat all comers till the rhino was 
spent. Well, things went oh thus till I was 
fldxteen; I was hard worked, and severely 
colted with a rope's end, every now and then, 
by one of the older hands in our boat. Father 
wasn't a hard man 'ractly, neither, but he was 
a passionate man, so I got monkey's allowance, 
^ plenty of kicks and few l^^ence,' and the 
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mate was a cross old fellow, as crabbed and 
sour as verjuice. My only pleasure lay in 
hearing Billy's stories on a winter evening 
whiles, or lying on a sunny bank on fine 
summer a'rtemoons, reading the book of 
voyages, and dreaming about the diamond 
crosses hung over the altars of the chapels in 
South America, and still more about the naked 
girls that dance among the glades of Otaheite,: 
and swim off in shoals to each ship that 
arrives. How poor and mean my fiither'a 
humble boat, with its half dozen coarsely clad 
fishermen aboard, seemed * to me tfieny I need- 
hardly say, after hearing old Billy's descriptions 
of gallant schooners and sloops, with flutiering 
red flags, and sails as white as snow, \Ai\i can- 
non grinning out of the port-teles, and a set 
of rollicking blades in gold-laced jackets, and 
silk scarfs on the deck. The flat, swampy 
shores of the river, the wet meadows, and the 
black mud banks looked uglier than ever, when 
one was thinking of palm trees and bananas,- 
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and all the fine sights of the tropics ; I seemed 
a fool to be stopping where I was, earning 
nothing but my bread and bacon, and rigged 
out in mj eldest brother's cast off clothes, 
when I knew I had two strong arms and a 
stout heart, and could make more by one dash 
at the gold of South America, than by years of 
toiUng and slaving at home. I was growing 
up a smart lad too, in spite of hard weather 
and tarry hands, and I could haye found a 
sweetheart without looking far for one ; but how 
could I court some plain faced, sturdy Wench, 
trudging along in the mud, with her basket of 
fish at her back, ber petticoats tucked up above 
her knees, and her bare legs and arms as red 
as brick-dust? I was not likely to take up 
with a mere riverside drudge, while my 
thoughts were always on the dark eyes, and 
the jet black hair, and the handsome olive faces 
at the other side of the world. In short, your 
honour, I was too anxious about Otaheite and 
Peru, to care about what went on around me. 



ta 



befaRy ttid got a 
s&^*s h&^ Q/k h&nd. flone uutwaid 
tatoU BaijatwsyBom 
toslap. 

*^ "iSfiBT a wiik Inaj^Mj wj kd,' and h% 
^rZ get lii «£ Ab Mi^ O0ii^ ^Hiea tba 
orai^ lad Haf W^ va^ eaii cff in 
. lad ba lick sc& avcrtbaaeaa. aod 
nigct Taai^icpnim tka Sev Wiald, agh, 



*^Aad tkeoldsc&warideaa^ftraaliaai^ 
fii to kiS kineSt WaD, flia inttter fMsed^ 
Mi ^ka ^an vntber aBM, tat iMlead of old 
Bilhns €0ogk gmmg away vitii Ae anoWy il 
oitygit sKva kackiiigiad smr vaaan^ till 
it w«i pbia he was aal ka^ lor tins life. One 
dar I weat t» an him ia his eottage, and I 
JMad Iraa dring. I waalad ta ran and fetdi 
&sdoelor,hat BiDydiook his headland asid 
hia old hall was pwt caalhing now, and all 
tta doehas in die watld woald not he aUe to 
eaie hniu I was yerj fond of SiD^y and I 
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blubbered as I stood by the bedside, like a 
dlild, mcate than a great chap of nigh seyen* 
teeiL . 

^^ ^ Listm iA me, Tom,^ said dd Billy, and 
hi» reiee iras quite hoUow and feeble as he 
0[K>ke, BO that it sounded like a loud whisper, 
^ I thought to have had another cruise afore 
death clapped down the hatches, but I feel my 
breath getting short. It'll stop soon. I shall 
never see the blue tropic sea, nor the scarlet 
jBAmingoes looking like flames in the air, nor 
the htanming birds shining like rubies and 
emeralds, nor the waving palmettos, any 
more.' 

'^ He was silent for a littie time, and then he 
spoke again. 

" ' My time's short, lad,' he said, * but I 
must tell you my secret before I go. You're a 
brave lad, and a good lad, and always were 
kind to the old man. Mostly when you does^ 
another a good turn, it comes home to you 
some day. I've led a wild and wicked life, 
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but I spared a king's officer once, and he saved 
me from the noose and the yard-arm next time 
we met. YouVe been a son to me, boy, and 
I'll make you rich. Look in that chest when 
I'm gone. There's an old book in it, and in it 
is written a fall description of the place where 
we buried the gold. You'll find it easily, and 
get a fortune without having to sell your soul 
for it, as I have done. And promise me one 
thing, Tom,' went on the old man, with a 
quick, uneasy sort of look in his dim eyes, 
^promise me to seek out a priest in that 
country, and spend a part of the money in 
masses for my soul. Not that I'm a Papist,' 
he continued hastily, ' but ye see I've heard 
masses do good, and who needs them more than 
me?' I made the required promise, and di- 
rectly afterwards the old man's mind seemed 
to wander, and his thoughts to become un- 
settled. 

" ' Take her away, take her away,' he 
muttered, ^see, she beckons to me with her 
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bloody fingers, take her away, I say I It was 
not I that cut her throat, it was Juanito. Ha I 
there are Michael and Pedrillo, with their 
dothes all dripping wet, and the sea- weed of 
the golf stream tangled in their hair ; why do 
they stare at me with their stony eyes ? It was 
not I that flung them overboard to drown ; and 
that Indian fellow too, the Carib chief; how 
he glares upon me; yet it was not I that 
scorched and roasted him, and tore his flesh 
wilii red hot pincers; it was Heman the 
Portuguese.' 

"And with a cry something between a 
shriek and a moan, the old man died. I sat 
down beside the bed, for I was frighted and 
nervous like ; I never saw a man die before, 
and the terrible words old Billy had uttered as 
he expired, rang in my ears long after his lips 
were cold. I sat quiet for a time, and then I 
got up, and closed the dead man's eyes. I took 
the key of the chest, which was hanging from 
his neck by a black ribbon. On the black 
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ribbon himg another thing, a broad pboe 
golden ooin, a Spanish doabloon, which 
strung on by a bit of twine, that old BiUy had 
passed through a hole in it, but I felt my flesh 
creep when I noticed that the coin was raatad. 
with the dark brown stain of blood* lua- 
hxsked the chest, and threw back the heavy lid, 
and began to search for the hook. Thece ma 
nothing of any value in the box, except a Htde 
crucifix of ebony, set with brilliants, in a crils 
of sandal wood, and a rosary, that I guess had 
belonged to some Popish lady, for the beoda 
were large and solid, and all of pure gold. 
^^ The rest of the things in the chest \fete 
not worth much ; there was an old jacket mth 
tarnished silver lace, and a necklace of blue 
beads, such as the Indian and mulatto girls 
wear, and an embroidered handkerchief stained 
with clotted blood, which perhaps might hare 
belonged to the owner of the rosary, and a few 
more things. The book was a little old book 
---a volume of Dampierre's History of the 
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Ban^tscxaeem. I put it into my pockety tog^^ 
with tiia Spanish doubloon^ and I attack b, 
tight, and kindled a fire on the hearth, saad 
boxned the handkerchief and the oilier thii^a& 
Old Billy had said nothing abont them ; bnt I 
thonght he would not have liked to haye had 
them seen by tiie yillagers* I shut the door, 
and went home, struggling between sorrow and 
curiosity ; but as soon as I got into the sort of 
loft, where I slept, I took out the book, and 
opened it. Old Billy was a scholar, and he 
had taught me to read and write, and I knew 
his hand well, so I easily made it out. It 
was a sort of history of Billy's life, not regular^ 
Hke, nor all of a piece, but all broken and 
separated. 

^^ First of all was pasted on the inside of 
the cover a bit out of the newspaper- — *Eun 
away from home, my son, William Owen 
Hales, aged fourteen, five-feet four-inches. 
Supposed to have gone towards Plymouth. 
Whoever will bring him to me at Heavitree, 
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Exeter, shall leceiye the reward of ton pounds.' 
Then was written on the fly-leaf — ^ Shipped on 
board the Emma Jane, Guinea trader^ for 
Toyage to Gold Coast and back, March 1 2th, 
1789.' 

" There was another slip cut oat of a news- 
paper, offering a hundred pounds and a fre^ 
pardon to any accomplice who should cause the 
apprehension of James Darkins, William 
Hales, and Paul Brentwood, captain and 
lieutenants of the pirates who boarded the 
Ellen of Liverpool, near the More Castle of 
Havannah) and murdered Giles Brown, the 
chief- mate. A third advertisement offered 
three hundred pounds for Nicholas Lopez and 
William Hales, notorious picaroons on the 
coasts of Cuba and Jamaica. On the margin 
of the pages were notes that showed that Billy 
had been condemned to death in Fort Boyal, 
but afterwards reprieved; and that he had 
passed twenty years as a prisoner at Elsinore 
in Denmark. And then there were instruc- 
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turns for finding the treasure wMch old Billy, 
and his oomrades had^^ hidden. Look here, 
sir/' continued the boatman, as he opened a 
locker and took . out a small old book with a 
tattered cover, which he handed to Lara, •* in 
all my wanderings that old volume and I, we 
never parted.'' 

Lara took the book, and opening it with 
interest, he saw that the m&rgin of many 
of the pages had been covered with fine small 
characters, still perfectly clear and distinct, 
though faded by time and salt water. Still he 
easily read as follows : 

" Coast of Peru, at Campo Hermoso, between 
Hoquehua and Arica, made three caches at the 
foot of a conical rock of granite, that seems a 
spur of the Andes. Antonio marked a cross 
on the rock, and nailed a horseshoe to a liaua 
tree — the only one there, growing beneath the 
rock. * The first cache is twenty-four paces 
from the rock, and six from the tree, the 
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second twelve paces west of the first, Itie 
fldW— " 

But here the mitmg was blotted and illegible , 
so that Lara oould not make out the meaning^ 
^ of the characters. He turned over fhe neast 
page, and continued : 

'^ Wrapped in sheep-skins and buffiilo-hides, 
first cachej four hundred golden doubloons, 
Hiree thousand silver dollars, eighty ingots of 
gold, nine hundred ounces of rough gold horn' 
the mine, twenty bags of gold-dust — each bag^ 
weighing fourteen pounds — six large emeralds, 
and the silver plate from the church of San 
Pueblos, near Lima. The second cache contains 
fourteen hundred doubloons, nineteen ingots^ a 
thousand pounds of silver in bars, fifly<^6ight 
pounds of gold-dust in bags,- ninety-two pounds^ 
of gold ore, a necklace of large rubies, a ruby* 
rosary, a diamond-hilted sword, serven Istg^ 
rough emeralds, four gold watches, a miniature 
set with brilliants, a diamond bracelet, gold 
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nAmms and other omam^itSy worth aboiit 
nineteen thousand Spanish dollars, a bag of 
uncut Brazilian diamonds, twelve large pink 
rose diamonds, four silver candelabra and a 
service of plate, weighing in all eighteen 
hundred and seventy ounces. Third eaehey a 
pair of diamond ear-brings fOid a necklace, 
tweaty-six rough diamonds, forty-^ven golden 
ingots, eighty-two bars of silver— each bar 
wei^img twelve pounds — ^a ruby cross, four 
v^ry large white diamonds, sixteen hundred 
silver dcdlars, two large pink diamonds, forty- 
nine bags of gold-^ust, six hundred and fifty 
doubloons, eighty*two pieces of French gold, 
a star of brilliants, an emerald bracelet^ 
fonrte^ very large emeralds, a gold cup set 
witib. topasses, a pair of golden candelabra^ 
weighing four hundred ounces, ninety-seven 
small emeralds, gold and silver plate to the 
amount of forty thousand Spanish dollars, two 
bags of small pearls, and nineteen pearls of 
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but, luckily for me, one of the yo'Biigfiters, 
whose names were on the books, had taken 
French leave at Deal ; and the captain, when 
his anger, at seeing me jump aboard so coolly, 
had gone off a little, was not sorry to have a 
strong lad like myself in the place of a whey-- 
faced boy like the one who had leyanted. 80 
they filled away the topsails, and bowsed up 
the anchor, and set the courses, and bore down 
Channel with a fair wind astern ; and next 
morning, I lost sight of the English shores. 

" Well, sir, the voyage was a happy and a 
lucky one, and I did my duty, and worked so 
hard, and so well, that the captain gave me a 
most excellent conduct certificate when he 
paid me my w&ges at Calcutta. 

^^ In consequence of this, I was enabled to 
ship as an able seaman on board of a barque 
bound for Canton. 

"I made three or four voyages between 
India and China ; and, bearing a good charac- 
ter, always got , emplojrment as soon as I was 
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paid off, so tlu^t I saved money instead of wast* 
ing it ashore, as most sailors do. 

^^ At last, in an unlucky hour for me, I was 
oyer-persuaded to become mate and part- 
owner of an opium clipper ; and to venture my 
h^dred pounds or so in a speculation of 
smuggling the drug into China. 

*^ At first, everything throve with us ; and 
after the second run, I had made six himdred 
pounds. 

"The OTew were mostly Malays; and one 
fine mponlight night, Brammaree, the second 
mate, was steering, and I had gone below to 
take a spell of rest, when the rascal at the 
helm carried us out of our course, and ran us 
right in among a fleet of Msdacca war proas, 
The pirates sprang into our rigging with a yell 
that brought me up to the head of the com- 
panion ; but my heart sank within me when I 
saw the straw sails and low, dark hulls that 
were all round the schooner. The fellow&i 
boarded us as thick a^ a swarm of fiies, clus- 



832 FALCONBECK HALL, 

tering on our bowsprit, and jumping on our 
deck, with a howl more like demons might 
have given than anything earthly. 

" The skipper and the six or eight European 
seamen rushed up the hatchways, and tried to 
resist ; but the Malay chief, who led the 
pirates on, knocked the sword out of the cap- 
tain's hand with one blow of his sabre, and cut 
his head off in a minute ; while the others, 
with their creeses, slashed the Englishmen to 
pieces in less time than it takes to tell it. I 
should have been killed, too ; but I had often 
done Brammaree a good turn, and, scoundrel 
as he was, he saved my life when his friends' 
creeses were jflashing over me. The Malays 
pillaged the schooner, and set her on fire, so 
that I was a beggar again. 

" Brammaree took me with him to Borneo, 
where it seems he was a great chief by birth, 
only he had lost all his money in gambling, as 
often happens among the Malays, and counted 
to make his fortune, for which reason he had 
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shipped as second mate aboard our opium clip- 
per, meaning all the while to betray us. 

"He was now rich again, with plenty of 
rupees, and shawls, and cowries, and Syce 
silver, and he built a large bamboo house with 
verandahs, and became quite a great man. 

" I asked him to give me my liberty ; but 
he seemed to think he had done quite enough 
for me in hindering the other scamps from 
cutting my throat ; and so he made me a slave. 
I was three years with him in his house, work- 
ing, while he sat on his mat, and smoked his 
long, cane pipe. He was not a hard master ; 
and, as far as fish, and rice, and fowls went, I 
was well fed, with now and then a dish of 
roasted parrots, or a stewed monkey, or some 
such delicacy, on feast days, while he seldom 
used to beat me, or throw a knife at me, ac- 
cording to the usual way in which Malay 
masters punish their slaves for laziness or 
stupidity. 

"But though he was not cruel, he was 
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exoessiyely fond of gambling, and he would 
bet upon fighting cocks or fighting Javan 
qnails like a madman, always wagering more 
when luck went against him, and getting 
more out of temper, and more obstinate al 
every fresh loss. It was no more than might 
have been expected ; but, one day, Brammaree 
brought over some quails firom Java, and fought 
them against a breed of Sumatra quails, that a 
noted sharper, called Hrushu had challenged 
all Borneo to match. My master was beaten, 
and he lost every dollar, and rupee, and 
cowrie, and pice, that he possessed ; then hi3 
shawls, and sUverTmounted spears ; and his 
creeses, with ivory handles ; then his planta* 
tion ground, his house, his pigs, his field, and 
his Pegu ponies. He did not leave off, even 
then, but played on, and betted more desper-« 
ately than before.^ He lost his proa, his slaves — 
all except myself-r-this women, his wives, his 
children; then he paused, and drank, more 
and more arrack, and then he betted again. 



He lost stilly and -he oame home, feveiddli and 
reeling, -imd told me that he had lost me^ 
faarmg.'paid me, as he said^ the high complv' 
Bsent.of reserving me to:the last^ and not only 
bad lost me, hut the clotthes off his hack, the 
dagger &om his girdle, and his own liberty. 
Next day, Hrushu was to fetch him away to 
be a slave. 

: ^^ Next: morning,, Biummaree^ arose by day* 
break, shaved his head, .painted his. fJEtce, oiled 
his limbs carefully, and set off for the town, 
with, his nmsket on his shoulder, his creese, 
sword, and dagger in his belt, and his shield 
at .hi& back, while he wore no dress but his 
white cummerband. He had been praying 
for an. hour before starting ; and I knew by his 
maimer what he was alter, and followed him 
cautiously. 

^^ Yourihoiiour knows that the Malays have 
a custom of ' running a muck,' when they are 
in trouble or distress ?'' 

Lara nodded assent. 

VOL. I. Q 
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^^That was what my master was about to 
do," resumed the bargeman ; " he walked on 
quite cheerfully till he got to the town, where 
a soldier, armed with a matchlock stood sen^ 
tinel. Brammaree shot him like a snipe ; then, 
with a terrible cry of fury, he ran through the 
streets, his creese in one hand, and his sword 
in the other, hewing, stabbing, and striking, 
cutting down men, women, and children, just 
as a mower does daisies and buttercups. 

"I've seen blood enough spilt in my time, 
enough and too much, for a fellow that loves 
to sleep at night, but I never saw such M^t- 
ful butcher work as Brammaree made in hia 
onslaught. Nobody could escape him, nobody 
could conquer him, and he was tired and weary 
of his life, so he could not be frightened, 
though scores of musket's were fired at him 
from doors and windows, and one ball wounded 
him in the neck, though it only made him 
more furious and savage than before* The 
streets were crowded with people, and Bram* 
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maree ran right througli the thickest of them, 
with a weapon in each hand, cutting right and 
left, and slaughtering every one whom he 
could catch as if he were a sheep. But at last, 
though no one could grasp him, smeared as he 
was with oil, his foot slipped, and he fell down 
in a puddle of bloody and they pinned him to 
the ground with spears and javelins, and then 
shot him full . of arrows from a distance, as if 
he had been a dangerous wild beast, not 
venturing to approach until he was quite dead* 
^'Jly master was gone, and I belonge4 to 
firnahu, who waa as cruel as Brammaree 
was indolent and quiet. I had been used to 
gentle treatment, and could not bear thq 
thought of being the servant of Hrushu^ who 
had often been known to bury, a slave alive up 
to the armpits, in an ant-hill, and leave him tq 
be devoured piecemeal. So I stole off to the 
shore, took one of poor Brammaree's canoes, 
and carried up a qreek, where I hid it among 
some bjishes, and when it was night I came 
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out of the house ^s quietly as I ooold^TPBOt to 
the place where I had 1^ my canoe, aacL 
paddled it out of the cir^gek^ I tuxned the 
oanbe^s head from the land, and; went right 
Blraightout to sea, aiyd when I had paddled 
above a mile, I stej^ed^ the stout bamboo 
mast and spread the straw saiL My oxdy &ar 
was that some of the prate barkawould^ fall in 
with me, or that the wind^ should carry mo 
aiediore again, and I should fall iute* Hrushu^a 
clutches, when I knew well what I had to ez^ 
pect. I recollected thftt Meginsa, a sa^irage 
old Mahty, with one eye^ wbcr liv^d n^ir 1x13^ 
old mastoid hoitse, had onee flayed ^ ranaw9y^ 
slave alive, and hung him itp by the arms todis 
bbiigh of a tree, smeared all over with honey, to 
attract the flies. I ktew how Hrushu was. 
accustomed to torture his servants, even for 
small ofletices, und I did not doubt that the 
most horrible torments awaited me if he could: 
On<ie Contrive to capture me; Drowning vim^ 
nothing to being roasted at it slow fire or 
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pricked to death by mosquitoes in a swamp, 
and I felt quite glad when the breeze began to 
blow strong and fresh^ and the sea heaved and 
laboured until my poor bark could hardly 
swim over the big waves that came swelling 
up out of the deeps below. But the wind 
came on to blow stronger and stronger, and 
the waves got higher and rougher, till I was 
forced to haul down my sail, and let the little 
nutshell drift where the gale chose to carry 
her, while I had enough to do to keep her 
head right, by the help of my paddle, which 
made a fair rudder at a pinch. I was all that 
night and the next day tossing about, and 
when the evening came I was spent with heat 
and fatigue, to say nothing of hunger and 
thirst, for I had forgotten to bring any pro- 
visions with .me, in my hurry to set off, and I 
had passed the whole broiling day without a 
drop of water to drink or a morsel of food to 
eat. I was just ready to lie down at the 
bottom of the canoe, and give it up, and as the 
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sea was then running high enough^ though ther 
wind had abated a good deal, to swamp such, 
a Portuguese man-of-war as my cockleshell, 
the moment I left off steering, of course I 
should have gone to Davy Jones's locker, when 
I saw a light shining through the darkness 
over the boiling waves, and heard the tinkling 
of a little bell. 

"Well, sir, if you'll believe me, the first 
idea of religion that ever came into my 
thoughts, was when I saw that blessed light 
and heard the ringing of that bell come over 
the black waters like the voice of a guide 
showing me the safe path. I looked up to 
Heaven, where the stars were glimmering, and 
knelt down and thanked God for his mercy to. 
a poor lonely wanderer on a stormy sea. I've 
been a reckless and a sinful man, sir ; but I've 
never forgot that night, and I think it's the 
memory of that, that has made me repent and 
alter my ways. The light burned aboard a 
small craft, a Portuguese pearl fisher from 
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€k)a, that had been cruising tibout among the 
islands, and was then homeward bound. Th& 
crew were kind-hearted, simple half castes, 
only the skipper being a European by birth. 
They fed and clothed me, for I was in my Malay 
dress, and carried me to Goa. I stayed there 
a fortnight, lounging about the wharfs, till I 
got a berth aboard a merchantman bound for 
AMca, and found myself at the end of the 
voyage with ten dollars in my pocket, standing: 
among piles of copper and heaps of hides on 
the quay of Callao, But poor as I was, I 
knew there was enough treasure in old Billy's 
caches to make me rich, and my first care was 
to get a passage in a coasting felucca, to Lima, 
from which city I travelled with a Muleteer to 
Arica, near which Billy and his friends had 
hidden their booty. But here we are, sir, 
alongside the wharf, and I think I had better 
give up spinning yams and think about 
carrying this poor gentleman up to his college.'* 
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Willis and his canine Mend were accordingly 
conveyed as carefully as possible to the for- 
mer's rooms, and the most skilful and talented 
surgeon in Oxford having been sent for^ the 
wounds which Willis had received, were pro- 
nounced as dangerous, but by no means likely 
to be fatal, the skull being only slightly frac- 
tured. As for poor Tore, the professor of 
healing examined his injuries at Lara's request, 
and assured the latter that the dog would un- 
doubtedly recover, while there was every 
reason to hope that the vigorous constitution of 
Willis, would support him in the long and 
lingering illness which appeared inevitable. 
An experienced nurse was summoned to the. 
bedside of the wounded man, and Lara, quitting 
the sick chamber, repaired to his own rooms^ 
where he found the bargeman awaiting him. 

^^ Come and see me to-morrow, if you can, 
my brave fellow," said Lara, as he slipped 
several pieces of gold into his hand; '^lam 
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anxious to heai; tba rest of yQiUT' storyy- aivd 
bfilieye. me ^ it i& not from mere^ i41o cimofiity^ 
I must thipk of some wayof. bettering yoM 
C(mdition^. for I afii som that you- would do 
credit to my recommendation in^ any- stati<m« 
A man who yoluntarily renounces ill^gott^i 
gains, and the excitement of a roving life^ for 
an existence of humble and laborious poverty, 
is not only an honest man, but a worthy and 
upright one. And now, good-night. What is 
your name by-the-bye ?" 

" Tom HawkiQS, your honour,^^ replied the 
man. 

"Then good-night, Tom Hawkins," said 
Lara, " and come to me to-morrow afternoon, 
if you can, without neglecting your duty." 

" I'll be with your honour to-morrow after- 
noon, God willing. Next day I've to go down 
to Cherwell with coals. I thank you for your 
bounty, sir, to my mates and me, and still more 
for your kind words. And now good-night." 
And by an irrepressible impulse, the rough 
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tx>atinan caught Lara's hand, and squeezed it 
hard in his powerful grasp ; then with another 
hearty *^ good-night," quitted the apartment. . 
About two hours after, Willis was tossing 
and raving in the phantasmagoric delirium of 
brain fever. 
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